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WHO WILL JOE LOUIS MARRY? 





AT LAST! 2 of the most famous hair and scalp conditioners scien- 
tifically combined in one amazing formula! More wonderful 
than plain SULFUR ... than plain LANOLIN formulas! Contains 
astonishing new, easier to absorb, faster-acting ‘‘Super-Sulfur’’! 
No ordinary hair dressing gives you such thrilling benefits! 
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THESE 
3 BIG 


HAIR AND SCALP TROUBLES! 


(Money back guaranteed if not completely satisfied) 


You'll thrill beyond belief! Your hair looks invit- 
ingly softer, longer, thicker, smoother, healthier 
and more lustrous too, when you use Sulfur-8! 





HAVE YOU GOT the hair and scalp misery “blues”? Do you 
suffer... suffer...suffer... from dry, brittle, coarse-and- 
frizzy looking hair... from unsightly loose dandruff .. . 
from uncomfortable, embarrassing “dry scalp” itching? 
Then chances are your hair and scalp are begging for a 
real “conditioner”! No pomade, no grease, no mere hair 
dressing can possibly give you such swift, thrilling, scien- 
tific relief as Sulfur-8, a real hair and scalp conditioner. 
Think of it! Just by using as directed, Sulfur-8 starts to 
work instantly to relieve these annoying “big three” hair 
and scalp problems: “dry scalp” itching ... dry, brittle 
hair with split, cracking ends; and ugly, loose dandruff, too! 
At the very same time, Sulfur-8 gives your hair that 
smoother, longer, healthier look! Makes it glow with lus- 
trous new beauty! And, you’!] find your hair is now so much 
easier to manage! 
So the sooner you go to your drugstore or cosmetic 
counter and get Sulfur-8 ... the sooner you’re going to 
see these heart-warming miracles in your mirror! 


NOW ... MIRACLES OF SCIENCE AT 
YOUR FINGERTIPS! 


For hundreds of years, sulfur has been 
recognized for its valuable “conditioning” 
effect on the scalp and hair. But now 
Sulfur-8 brings you a new scientific mar- 
Cm vel... “SUPER-SULFUR”...a special 
kind of sulfur that’s easier to absorb and faster-acting than 
plain sulfur! 

Sulfur-8 out-shines plain lanolin formulas, too... because 
it’s also so rich in lanolin! Medical authorities say nothing 
resembles your natural hair oils more closely than lanolin, 
So you'll be tickled pink with the way Sulfur-8 quickly sup- 
plements oils destroyed by the drying-out action of abusive, 
harsh treatment. And you'll bless the day you started using 
Sulfur-8 when you see your hair shimmering and shining 
brilliantly ... looking so smooth, glossy and thick! 

Yes, when you open your jar of grand and glorious 
Sulfur-8 ... the miracles of science are truly at your finger- 


tips! 








THERE’S ONLY ONE SULFUR-8 
with Super-Sulfur and Lanolin 


What a sensation you'll create ... when you step out and 
show your friends your beautiful looking hair! You’ll be 
showered by compliments! Attract admiring glances! But 
remember, if you want the wonderful three-way scientific 
conditioning of new SUPER-SULFUR, plus the wonders 
of a truly lanolin-rich formula . . . you must ask for 
Sulfur-8! You cannot expect such effective results from any 


mere hair dressing, oil, grease or cheap pomade . . . or from NAME 
ordinary lanolin formulas. ADDRESS 
CITY STATE 


*Use Sulfur-8 as directed. MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE. 
If not delighted, return empty jar for money back. 





@ “Dry Scalp” itching! 
@ Dry, brittle hair and split, cracking ends! 
© Ugly, loose dandruff! 





What Men Find Most Exciting About Women 
Any man will tell you smooth, soft, glossy hair is the key 
to charm and personality. Lustrous, gleaming hair excites 
a man’s admiration! They love to caress and stroke silky- 
smooth hair! Are aroused by longer-looking, thicker-look- 
ing hair! So don’t be cheated out of fun and romance by 
dull, dead-looking dry hair .. . loose dandruff ... or 
“dry scalp” itching. Remember, Sulfur-8 starts to work 
instantly to relieve all three, when used as directed. 
RAVE NOTICES 

“Am tickled pink with what 
Sulfur-8 has done for my hair.” 
Bloomingburg, Ohio 


“Tam a registered beauty cultur- 
ist. Sulfur-8 certainly helped my 
hair. Most customers ask for it.” 


“Hair improved so many ways. Chicago, Ill. 


Looks soft and glossy.” 
ustin, Texas 


SULFUR-8 


HAIR AND SCALP 
CONDITIONER 
Made by the makers of 


GLOSS-8 PRESSING OIL 
and SULFUR-8 SHAMPOO 


SEND NO MONEY! ORDER BY MAIL 


if druggist doesn’t carry or is out of stock 
SULFUR-8, DEPT. T539, {310 Bedford Ave., Brooklyn, N. Y. 


Please rush my big 2 oz. jar of Sulfur-8. I will pay postman 
only $1.10 (plus postage and tax.) If not satisfied, I may 
return jar for my money back. 





































Style No. 691 


9-17 98 
10-20 


40-48 
202-28 13.98 


Style Ne. 604 — SPELLBOUND. He 
will be when you greet him in 
Skylark’s whoosh of a lace dress 
with pink net over a pink taffeta 
slip. Black, navy. 





Style No. 606 — RHINESTONE 
SPARKLE. Newest of the “come- 
hither” dresses ... draped and 
shaped for absolute figure perfec- 
tion no matter your size. In finest 
rayon taffeta. Black, navy, peacock. 


Style Ne. 601—Our STAR BRIGHT 

dress and go-with-everything jacket 

takes you through the day—and 

night — in style. Contrasting yoke 

on dress makes you seem inches f 
taller and pounds slimmer. Finest ) 
r "yon menswear. Green with char- 


treuse trim; brown with beige trim; VK \ Pat Skylark Originals 


navy with powder blue trim. $ Union Square—New York 3 N. Y. . 
oO aes ORDER. ange’ 0 of garment ‘ 
jus to cover postage handling. 
Style No. 607—POODLE PET TWO.- OD C.O.D. ORDER. | will pay postman price of 
Style No. 607 SOME. All set for Fall with this Goemons plus postage and C.O.D. chorges 


Roman striped wonder of a dress 1 may return garment in 10 days if nor satished 
9-17 1 458 


eo 
of 


of finest rayon gabardine and its 
10-20 ‘ 
companion coat of lush ‘n lovely 
40-48 


202-28 


1 5 98 Poodle Cloth—a mid-season warm 
. up for everything in your wardrobe. 
Blue Topper and Navy Dress; Red 

Topper and Gray Dress; Green Top- 














ampax 
was invented 

by a doctor 
20 years ago! 
erties 


find the “‘new way” is 
the tried-and-true way 











The woman who uses Tampax monthly 
sanitary protection doesn’t think of it as 
“revolutionary’’ or “‘different.’’ Ic’s an 
accepted part of her life. 
If you asked her what she liked about 
it, she’d probably give you an enthusi- 
astic ‘““everything.’” Know why? 
Because the big advantage of 
internally-worn Tampax lies in 
the things it doesn't do; things 
you may have been enduring for 
years, not realizing welcome relief was as 
close as your neighborhood drug or no- 
ton counter. 
Tampax doesn't cause any chafing 
whatsoever. In fact, once it’s in the right 
internal position, you can’t even feel it. 
It's so easy to insert and dispose of that 
changing takes a matter of seconds. Your 
hands need never touch the Tampax. 
Tampax doesn't reveal itself by ridges 
or bulges. There are no pins or belts or 
bulky pads. It’s so small a month's sup- 
ply can be carried in your purse. 
Tampax doesn't reveal itself by tellrale 
odor. And to meet different needs, it 
comes in 3 absorbency- sizes: Regular, 
Super, Junior. Try it! Tampax Incorpo- 
rated, Palmer, Mass. 
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FIVE STORIES FROM TRUE LIFE 


Dee Wet Bi Thai el. «5 55 oc cnc cece ccc covceseseceesiesvoeesesesss 16 
Blinded by the glamor of a magazine model, Joey ditched his high school sweet- 


heart only to learn the hard way that all that glitters isn’t love. 


OE ER Ce eee Pere ST TT 20 
Do wives of Pullman porters play when their husbands are away? Hazel had 


often heard this, but never expected to be cast as a cheating wife. 


PE NB iis occ scncwcies vase ccoscnssesreetecssewenwewnnes ss 26 
W hat makes a woman desert her home, break her marriage vows for a handsome 


face? Alberta often wondered, but after she met Jim, she thought she knew. 


I PII 6 on oo cccicnscccccccscuncetssssesvoresesesssessss 28 
Pursued by a beautiful, rich white girl, Larry was about to fall for her lures 
when something she said made him remember what Fran had warned about. 


BF Te Os os sees senvicuesingesescovesecconoesietendorensesees 34 
With her soldier sweetheart returning from Korea, Sue despaired of how to 
explain the baby that wasn’t his, but the note she got changed everything. 


SPECIAL FEATURES 
Can A Girl Be Good In Show Business? . .By Gloria “La Bommie” Howard 22 


Although girls in show business may not be as pure as driven snow, they are 
generally as good as any other girls, says exotic dancer La Bommie. 


Who Will Joe Louis Marry?.........-.--+.se+eeeeees By Luke Roberts 30 


Since he became the nation’s No. 1 bachelor, former champion Joe Louis has 
enjoyed the company of many glamorous women, still manages to stay single. 
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A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 





By Frances Jackson 


la. MRS. JACKSON: I am only 

14 years old but desperately in love 
with a man who is 2]. I met him about 
a year ago and he told me all about him- 
self. He has four children and one on 
the way. He joined the Navy, he ex- 
plained, so he could support his chil- 
dren. Now he wants a divorce but his 
wife refuses to give him one unless he 
takes the children. 

I am willing to work for the children 
and for him. Just as soon as he gets 
out of the service, he wants to marry 
me. I am madly in love. Do you think 
I’m old enough to marry? Claudia H. 


Dear Claudia: 

Whatever you do, please do not marry 
this man and assume responsibility of 
his children! You are but a child your- 
self and have a lot of growing up to do 
before thinking seriously of marriage. 
Let well enough alone and start looking 
forward to proms and parties and other 
things teen-agers enjoy instead of an 
endless ordeal of diapers, meals and 
housework. 

Life is short enough as it is, and you 
owe it to yourself to develop normally 
and to get the satisfactions which come 
to those in the various age groups 
through which you will pass. What you 
are experiencing is a mere childish in- 
fatuation. The sooner you forget this 
man, the better off you will be. Other- 
wise, you have everything to lose and 
nothing to gain. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 
I am a proud Negro girl but I am in 
love with a (Continued on Page 58) 
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Good Housekeeping 
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New Mum with M:3 
kills odor bacteria 


. stops odor all day long 











New Mum with M-3 destroys bac- 
teria that cause perspiration odor. 
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Photo (left), shows active odor bac- 
teria. Photo (right), after adding new 
Mum, shows bacteria destroyed! 
Mum contains M-3, a scientific dis- 
covery that actually destroys odor 
bacteria . . . doesn’t give underarm 
odor a chance to start. 











Amazingly effective protection from under- 
arm perspiration odor — just use new Mum 
daily. So sure, so safe for normal skin. Safe for 
clothes. Gentle Mum is certified by the Amer- 
ican Institute of Laundering. Won't rot or dis- 
color even your finest fabrics. 

No waste, no drying out. The on/y leading 
deodorant that contains no water to dry out or 
decrease its efficiency. Delicately fragrant new 
Mum is usable, wonderful right to the bottom of 
the jar. Get a jar today and stay nice to be near! 


A Product of Bristol-Myers 











: | 
Ne. $20A 
Colorful lightweight Brown 
Shell, Bive or Green frame. 











Ne. SITA 

14K Gold plated bow-knots 
and rims. Biack, Brown, Bive 
or Pink Pearl frames. 







Me. 106 
New style Brown Shell, 
— Bive,sor Pink Pearl 


Me. 311 
LACE 8&-80P $435 
Gergeous laminated Genvu- 
ine zy! with inloid black 
lace, PINK crystal or BLUE 
crystal frames. 


BE-BO0P* PERSONALITY GLASSES 


All IN CLEAR WHITE OR GREEN LENSES 
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Ne. 540 Ne. 201 DELUXE 8O8-T0Ps 
ORIENTAL $qis MEN’S DELUXE $495 tates or Men $495 
Genvine optical Zyl. Light Genuine Optical Zyl, straight Geavine optical two - 


or dark tortoise shell. Black, 
bive or pink crystol frames. 


Zyl. Dork Tortoise Shett 
“No. 266 (men's size) 


-top. Tortoise Shell Black or 
Brown frames. 





Ne. 5135 


-_ 
Black, brown, bive or pink 
pearl frames. Gold plated 


Ne. 519 
MEN'S GOLDEN $695 
Genvine yl, gold plated 
trim. Brown or Black frames. 


$g95 Pink or Bive Pearl. Lens decorations front and sides. 
ie. 219 colors — Clear, Green, Bive 
Same os above in deluxe or Rose Tint. 


mass SmOADWAY 349s 
Rimless gold plated frame. 
Ear pieces in Block, Brown, 


GOLD FILLEO trim. 


SEND FOR FREE CATALOG 





HERMAN OPTICAL CA. 


203R Market S* 








Newark 2 J 





HERMAN OPTICAL CO. 









BE SAFE! BUY FROM 203R Merket St., Newerk 2, N. J. 
ee _— Please Cond C.0.B. Styte Dee anceceenenceencneecececeeere 


10 DAY TRIAL! *Reg. 
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By Helen Sides 
EPTEMBER GETS off to a rapid start 


with a more harmoniously disposed 
planetary formation than previous 
months. One should be prepared, there- 
fore, for an active month which calls 
for worthy endeavor and successful ac- 
complishments in those areas of inter- 
est most closely concerned with routine 
daily affairs. 

It should be kept in mind, however, 
that results, not intentions, form the 
keynote of the month. Although a dis- 
turbing planetary current may cause 
some confusion in human relationships 
at this time, this should in no way coun- 
teract the wealth of bright prospects and 
promises which the period affords. This 
is a time to think well before acting. 

In September comes the shift from 
vacation and play to the more serious 
side of life—work, family life and edu- 
cation—and preparation for the change 
of seasons. Creative and productive ef- 
forts leading to business improvement 
and job stability count most at this 
time. 

Those persons seeking to change jobs 
should do so only after serious consider- 
ation of the advantages to be gained, 
weighing them against the disadvantages 
which frequently are overlooked at times 
like this. The months ahead do not show 
as many favorable omens for good re- 
turns as does September so it will be 
wise to make the most of existing induce- 
ments and opportunities. 

The sign Virgo takes on added signi- 
ficance during this month, with special 
emphasis upon work, materials and sup- 
plies, education and health. This is also 
a good time during which to purchase 














clothing and (Continued on Page 82) 
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BY MRS. OSCAR PETERSON 


apes IS THE story of a teenage mar- 
riage that turned out all right. You 
read of so many “kid” marriages that 
turn out badly or break up before they 
hardly get started, that when one comes 
along that sticks like ours, you just can’t 
help being “het up” on the matter. Espe- 
cially is this so when your husband is a 
world-famous jazz pianist like mine. 

I’m not saying, of course, that Oscar 
and I recommend so-called “child” mar- 
riages for everybody. That would be a 
terrible mistake. There are a lot of things 
involved. One is compatibility—that is, 
two people who are really suited by 
temperament and inclination for one an- 
other. Another is mutual trust, which if 
lacking, results in jealousies, bickering, 
fights and finally, the divorce court. 

Most teen-agers who jump up and get 
married hardly know one another and 
don’t realize what they are doing. It 
just happened that Oscar and I had 
worked out our future together in such 
a way that if anything went wrong, we 
both would know the cause and also 
know the remedy to straighten things 
out again. 

Our parents didn’t approve of our 


N 
proposed. 





getting married when we did. My mother 
and his considered us far too young at 
the time because I was 18 and Oscar 17 
and he was still in school. A mutual 
friend, Hilton Braithwaite, a schoolmate 
of Oscar’s, brought him around to my 
home one evening and introduced us. 
I’ll never forget that evening of March 
17 in 1943 when the two came by. 

Being a lover of good music, I had of 
course long known of Peterson because 
in those days he was the musical sensa- 
tion of Montreal, Canada, where we were 
both born and reared, and the idol of 
the Negro population there. He had a 
15-minute-a-week radio program on sta- 





tion CKAC, was the pianist in the popu- | 
lar and otherwise all-white dance band | 
of Johnny Holmes, the top jazz combina- | 
tion of Montreal. Oscar was always, it | 
seems, winning some new honor because | 
of his piano playing. 

To say that I was thrilled at having 
this famous fellow in my home would be 
putting it mildly. I liked the way he 
talked straight from the shoulder. He 
said involved things in such simple 





language. (Continued on Page 78) 





Tmportank Momo to 
Crpectank Mothora 


NO OTHER NURSER 
HAS ALL THESE FEATURES 





Naturally, you'll want the best kind of 
bottle-feeding for your new bundle of joy 
... like the Davol “Anti-Colic”* Nurser. . . 
the one Nurser which can be “regulated” to 
suit baby’s own feeding speed . . . lets her 
take her formula as fast or slowly as she 
wants it. 





Easy as 1-2-3 to use. Just loosen the collar 
of the Davol Nurser and you speed up the 
flow of formula. Tighten it and you slow 
down the flow. Best of all, the Davol 
Nurser can be “regulated” equally well with 
a thick or thin formula. 





Other extras you can’t afford to overlook. 
Bright blue, easy-to-read ounce-markings! 
Easy-to-clean, easy-to-hold bottle. Famous 
“Anti-Colic” Nipple helps prevent air- 
swallowing. Extra firmness encourages 
natural sucking action. 


@T.M. REG. U. S$. PAT. OFF 





Davol Rubber Company, Providence 2, R. I. 
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4d he loves me not...” 








DON’T DEPEND ON DAISIES! 
BE SURE WITH A LIGHT, CLEAR COMPLEXION! 


Whether he loves you . . . or loves you 
not . . . largely depends on whether your 
complexion is light and lovely . . . or dark 
and dull. 


Get NaprINoLa now at your drug store 
or toilet counter. See for yourself what 
millions have already proven about its 
wonderful bleaching and clearing action. 
See how it gives your skin that creamier, 
brighter, clearer appearance that makes 
men look at you with new interest—and 
causes women to exclaim, ‘“‘How lucky 





enriched with 
to relieve dryness. 60c and $1.00 








she is to have such lovely, light skin!” 
NADINOLA works so fast, results are 
guaranteed from just one jar! Use it to 
lighten your complexion, to loosen black- 
heads, to make your skin feel softer 
and smoother, look clearer and lovelier. 
There are 2 kinds of NADINOLA—one 
for oily skin, one for dry skin. Both give 
you the same remarkable bleaching and 
clearing action. Both are guaranteed to 
satisfy you completely or your money 
back. Get NapINno.a right away! 


ADINOLA 


BLEACHING CREAM 


JUST ONE JAR will make your 
complexion brighter and lovelier! 





—WIDE SHOES— 


“Support Your Arch in Style” 
\ Widths C to EEE, Sizes 4 to 11 







/ Black Suede Black Calf 
( Brown Calf Navy Calf 
Red Calf 


—_s 


Pest age Paid on ” - 
Propad Orders Write for FREE Catalog 


SYD KUSHNER 
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‘o introduce our Latest Ei 
High Society style Sunburst 
Flash Ring send this ad and 36c 


co 2451 S$. Mic 
j» Dept. A-969 











Dept. T3 733 South Street 
um Philadelphia 47, Pa. 








 SOOTHES-PROTECTS- RELIEVES 
|| 


BURNS - SCRAPES 
SCALDS - SIMPLE CUTS 


CHAFED SKIN 
World’s Largest Seller at 10 
Save More on 25¢ Size 


PETROLEUM 













Letters To 


FATHER DIVINE 


I read your article on the life of Father 
Divine with complete disgust. While other 
Negroes are making every attempt to try to 
please their white friends so that they will ac- 
cept them, Father Divine chooses not only to 
cross the color line for a wife but to marry 
a woman young enough to be his grandchild 
and then deprive her of motherhood. Such can 
only destroy all hope of any acceptance of the 
Negro race. 

I might add that the TAN in which I saw 
the article, was on a public newsstand. Such 
would not have occurred a few years ago, so 
it should be considered an accomplishment by 
Negro journalists. So, let’s hope we whites 
can help you get success but in a way that will 
make everybody happy. 

Charles G. Hamilton 


Pittsburgh, Pa. 


I have read some mighty queer material in 
my day, but I never thought, even in my wild- 
est imagination, that a magazine would have 
the unmitigated nerve to print a nauseating 
piece of trash such as you did in your story of 
Father (false prophet) Divine. Do you hon- 
estly think that God-fearing and God-loving 
people could stomach this? I certainly can’t, 
and neither can I condone the statements of 
his wife saying “he is God.” 

If he is supposed to be the God that I have 
believed in all these years, then I don’t want 
to go to his “heaven,” for it will be too hot 
to enjoy eternal life there. 

Richard J. Henry III 
McKeesport, Pa. 


MIXED ROMANCES 


I like the majority of the stories you print, 
and I have no comment, except a slight one 
that we all have most probably thought of. 
The issues that we receive are fine and con- 
cise, but I have noticed that all interracial 
marriages or courtships that we find in your 
magazine are failures or destroyed romances. 

Not mentioning any particular cities, but I 
have close friends who have gone according 
to their hearts, not by what they hear. I be- 
lieve that all American women think alike 
and also live alike, but there is one thing they 
fear, that is what others may think about what 
they are doing and with whom they are going 


out. 
Jerome L. White 
Laredo AFB, Texas 


Your magazine in my estimation is the best, 
but I got good and mad when I read the letter 
from Delores Rivera of Bridgeport, Conn., on 
race mixing. 

If we would accept everyone on the basis 
of whom they are rather than what they are, 
I’m sure this world would be a better place 
in which to live. We are trying to get ahead 
in the world, so, therefore, we have to keep 
an open mind about everything and be as smart 
as the next person. I personally see nothing 
wrong with mixing the races, as long as we 
go about it in the correct and proper manner. 

Dolores Jay 
Philadelphia, Pa. 


TEEN TALK 


I am one of your many readers of TAN. In 
my opinion, it is one of the finest in enter- 
tainment and reading pleasure. The article 
“Teen Talk” is really interesting and beneficial 
to the young as well as old. This month’s ar- 
ticle (July) was really wonderful. How true 
it is. 

If we all would just stop to realize some of 
these things and try to do them, I’m sure we 
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would be a lot better off. I know it’s natural 
for us to act happy—something God-given, but, 
as Jane stated, there is a time and place for 
everything. 

Here’s hoping that there will be many more 
articles pertaining to this sort of thing. Mean- 
while, keep up the wonderful, wonderful job 
that you are doing. 

Ophelia Arrington 
Chicago, Ill. 


‘FUGITIVE FROM LUST’ 


I enjoyed reading the June issue of my 
favorite magazine, TAN, very much, as I have 
all your issues. The story I really enjoyed 
most was “Fugitive From Lust.” This story 
told by Jenny is very much the same as some 
of my experiences. I am also sixteen years 
old. I ran away from home about a month 
ago for almost the same reasons she did. 

By reading Jenny’s story I realize that there 
are others, too, that have to go through the 
same things in life. I also gathered from it 
that God gave you life to live, not to take. I 
am one of those girls, too, who tried to take 
her life. 

Doris Lightfoot 
Washington, D. C. 


‘CRADLE SNATCHER’ 


I have just finished your story “Cradle 
Snatcher” and I really enjoyed it. I was so 
angry while reading it, that I could hardly 
hold my peace. Why can’t people begin to 
understand that age, race, creed or color don’t 
make any difference when two people are in 
love. Where there is love, there is no age 
limit. My heart goes out to these two won- 
derful people for all the suffering they have 
gone through. 

If people would leave others alone and at- 
tend to their own homefront, this would be a 
much better place in which to live. 

Mrs. Helen Budd 
Washington, D. C. 


GPs LIKE MAGAZINE 


I enjoy reading TAN magazine and have 
been reading it for some time. I think your 
magazines keep me going while I am overseas. 
If a soldier doesn’t get his mail and something 
to read, he cannot make it. Over here in 
France, we always get your magazine even 
though a little late. When I go to the PX, I 
always look for TAN, EBONY and JET. Your 
TAN stories seem so real. 

Remember the boys up on the front line in 
Korea like to know that you are still thinking 
of them by taking time out to write to them. 
Also remember the boys over here. We are not 
at the front, but we still like to hear from 


home some time. 
Cpl. Dave Wimberly 
St. Nazaire, France 


I am a constant reader of TAN, and I speak 
for a lot of fellaws in my outfit. We really 
enjoy reading TAN because we Gls in Korea 
get lonesome. The stories are really swell. 
Keep up the good work. 

Cpl. Richard Chisolm 
Somewhere in Korea 


I have just finished the May issue of TAN 
and I think the world of it. I enjoyed all 
ne stories, but have one complaint—it is too 
thin! 

I have to share my TAN with my (white) 
shipmates, which are 103 men, plus the only 
two Negroes, my pal and me. We regard TAN 
stories with the greatest stories ever told. 

Lloyd Charles Greer 
c/o FPO, New York, N. Y 








Nou-/ Easier, surer protection for 
your most intimate marriage problem 





1. ANTISEPTIC (Protection from germs) 


Norforms are now safer and surer than ever! A highly perfected new formula 
actually combats germs right in the vaginal tract. The exclusive new base 
melts at body temperature, forming a powerful, protective film that 
permits effective and long-lasting action. Will not harm delicate tissues. 


2. DEODORANT (Protection from odor) 


Norforms were tested in a hospital clinic and 
found to be more effective than anything it 
had ever used. Norforms are powerfully 
deodorant—they eliminate (rather than cover 
up) unpleasant or embarrassing odors, and 
vet they have no “medicine” or “disinfectant” 
odor themselves. 


3. CONVENIENT (So easy to use) 


Norforms are small vaginal suppositories 
that are so easy and convenient to use. 
Just insert—no apparatus, no mixing or 
measuring. They’re greaseless and they 
keep in any climate. Your druggist has 
them in boxes of 12 and 24. 

ALSO AVAILABLE IN CANADA 

FREE informative Norforms booklet 


oe mail this coupon to: Dept. TN-39 
-— orwich Pharmacal Company, 
Norwich, N. Y 


A Norwich 
Product 





NEW IMPROVED 
VAGINAL SUPPOSITORIES 
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Sh P Please send me the new Norforms booklet, in a plain 
— envelope. 
v TESTED by Doctors " 
I e. 
v TRUSTED by Women — 
Address, 
City Zone State 








Style No. 1 


Sizes 

32-38 338 
Style Ne.8 -—NYLON WON- 
DER. Copy of a S40 French MOVER )s) 
Original! Exquisitely om- e 
broidered, lavishly frilled and 
extravagantly-sleeved. White 
only. 
Style No.1 —LACE GLOW. |. 
All lace lovely front with = 
fetching keyhole neckline and 
ribbed waist for snug fit. White 
only. 


Style Ne.§ —COLD SHOUL- 
DER for come-hither occasions. 
Pinest rayon tissue faille, light- 
ly boned and back-zippered to 2 
fit and feel like a dream. @ 
White, black, navy or pink. 


aires Blouse 
See Beauties 


Sizes: 40-44 


4.98 











by Riviera 
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1112 Gates Ave.—Bklyn 21, NY. 
O PREPAID ORDER. I costuer peice of 
arment plus 20¢ to cover postage and handling. 
a C.0O.D. ORDER. I wi t pay postman price 
of garment plus postage and C.O.D. charges. 
I may return garment in 10 days if not 
satisfied. 


1st Color 
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poems of 
devotion 


LOST LOVE 


The fire of old memories 
Springs into bright flame 

Like sparks from an emery 
At the sound of your name. 


The shadowy dream-things 
Emerge crystal clear 

Like smoke into smoke rings 
Your presence appears. 


And we roam once again 
Our glad hearts entwined; 
Like earth and the rain 
I am yours, you are mine. 


The flames leap higher, 
Your form disappears; 
Some bloom and then die, 
Some live to shed tears. 
—Raymond Bottom 


REUNION 


Again it must be your cool skin 
Lingering wordlessly against mine, 
Your eyes curtained from the eager 
hunger 
So starkly here in these, my own; 
Again it must be as lightning’s flare 
And thunder’s rumble to search your 
lips, half opened; 
For again I would love you, 
Yes, again I would love you, 
Over and over again! 
—Bill Smallwood 


ADORATION 

My dear, with these roses 
So tremblingly fair, 

As they fling their fragrance 
Abroad on the air, 

While candles are mocking 
The velvety gloom 

And driving the shadows 
Away from your room, 

I bow to your beauty 
And mutely impart 

To you and your keeping 
My love-laden heart. 

—Edgar Daniel Kramer 
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By Dan Burley 


UCK WHEN YOU say “McKinley Morganfield” 

when bespectacled guitar blues king Muddy Waters 
is around. That’s his real name, but he isn’t exactly in 
love with it. Muddy, topnotch Chess recording star, has 
the biggest following of all the blues blowers when his 
station wagon takes him and his band to his home state, 
Mississippi. Muddy has made Chicago his headquarters. 
For the past five years, his earnings from royalties and 
personal appearances have seldom dipped below $30,000 
annually. 


00°90 


Although there have been two Mrs. Louis Armstrongs 
since she was married to him, Lil Armstrong, first wife 
of Satchmo, still has the right to hope that some day, 
when and if—. Meanwhile, she is one of the biggest 
night club attractions in Europe and having her choice 
of escorts among three wealthy Frenchmen. 


000 


Romantic baritone Herb Lance has other talents. From 
his pen came Ruth Brown’s four-star Atlantic hit record- 
ing of Mama, He Treats Your Daughter Mean. His 
royalties so far have entitled him to an outright pur- 
chase of a Jaguar automobile. He settled for a Cadillac, 
instead. 


00o°0 


“Batman” Ortega, the tenor sax demon of the Lionel 
Hampton crew, has six of those weird black costumes 
he wears in the Flying Home finale. He spreads his 
wings, actually flies about eight feet from the stage 
and out into the aisles. There he lands on his knees 
still blowing his sax. “Bat” put mothballs in the cos- 
tume in which he wrenched his back in one of these 
circus leaps in Cleveland. “That’s the bad one,” he 
says. 


000 


Folk blues singer Josh White started it. Now Herb 
Jeffries has taken it up and is appearing in swank white 
night clubs with his shirt open to the belt as the lights 
beat down on his heaving bosom. This new gimmick 
has a startling effect on the female portion of his audi- 
ence. At Chicago’s swank Black Orchid, for example, 
Jeffries narrowly missed being slugged by an irate patron 
who couldn’t control his pretty (Continued on Page 65) 







\ 
OF A BRIGHTER. LIGHTER SKIN 
IN JUST 7 OAVS £ 


Is your happiness clouded by dull, 
dark skin? Cheer up! Your skin 
can look shades lighter, smoother, 
softer—in just 7 days! Famous 
Black and White Bleaching 
Cream’s direct bleaching action 
works on the layer in your skin 
where color is regulated. Use as 
directed and enjoy a new aed of 
beauty. 












Costs so 
little! 
Start your 
7-day test 
today. 
35¢, 60¢ 
¥ at all drug 
counters. 


BLACK = WHITE 


BLEACHING CREAM 
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1 SEND YOU 30 ACTUAL 
CARDS FREE! 


Nothing to pay, now or 
ever — Just send name! 
All fresh, new, exclusive designs ior 1953— 
including Religious, Humorous, Artistic and 
Business, in Printed, Embossed and Die-Cut folders. 
Cards your friends would expect to buy at 15c to 25c 
eachinstores— without personal names impri 
No wonder they buy quantities at your price of less 
than 3c each—with names imprinted 


. MAKE $67.50 IN FEW DAYS FOR 
YOURSELF, YOUR CHURCH, OR CLUB 












Our amazing new Double-U ptm your profits, too. 
1 send 30 actual cards in full colors, simple eas: ay 
order blanks, and everything you ‘need to money. Ali 


free. No charge, now or ever. I also include five boxes of 
assorted cards, gift wraps you can sell for $5.50 on approval. 


NO MONEY! Just Send Your Name! 


A Gov't peateet wt 2. Just send name and address. No 
order is I'll know what you want 
and tosh out this money-makin: ng outht by the next mail. 
stmas cards are already 

ng placed. Be first. With our 1953 designs you'll get the 
big profits if you start quick. Send me your name today. 


GENERAL CARD CO. cope Suse. chicece 7, m- 
ll 














IT’S EASY AS A-B-C 
HERE’S ALL THERE IS TO IT. 


ruff flakes, grime. When 
E your hair and scalp are 
inpneteee, after your final — = your 
air is still damp, rub in special 
CHOLESTEROL FORMULA. 

HELP PREVENT DULL, DRY BRITTLE, 
HAIR. Make it EASIER TO MANAGE. K 

it from Becoming OIL-POOR with the SP 
IAL LANOLIN and CHO L FORM- 
sie you receive with THIS COMBINA- 


YOU GET FULL DIRECTIONS on YOUR 
JAR. IT IS ALL MIXED, READY TO USE. 
"S EASY. i i the 





lustre sheen. You'll find it so mu 
easier to manage, so soft, so ly. 


Whether you use pins or curlers, or just 
want to make a fast, good curl, just 
try this SPECIAL LANOL IN 
with CHOLESTEROL. JUST TRY THIS 
SYSTEM. THAT'S ALL WE ASK. 


You can cell within 2 miautes after you use 
it, by juste roo in your mirror that LAN- 
OLIN plus CHOLESTEROL makes your Hair 
look Lovelier. 


YOU CAN USE YOUR LANOLIN EMULSION 

FOR PIN-CURLING, and WAVING, MAKES 

YOUR HAIR LOOK LOVELIER, KEEPS IT 
LOOKING LOVELIER. 


JUST GIVE IT A FAIR TRIAL. THAT'S 
ALL YOU NEED to PROVE the IMPORT- 
ANCE and VALUE of CHOLESTEROL. 
with rc special Detergent LANOLIN 
SH and your jar of DH-12 CHOLES- 
TEROL FO » you receive a a 
i, is 
special LANOLIN EMULSION mixed with 
CHOLESTEROL, plus your ten fingers, is 
used to stimulate the circulation to your hair 
roots. Remember, your hair gets nourishment 
from your scalp, from the blood stream, 
from the natural oils in your scalp. When- 
ever you bleach, dye, or even wash your 
hair, you affect the natural oils on your 
scalp and hair. 


JUEL COMPANY, Dept. V.102 
1735 West 5th Street 


Brooklyn 23, New York 





That’s All We Ask—Just Give It A Fair Trial—You Will Marvel At 
The Results. You Will Be Absolutely Amazed Or It Doesn‘t Cost 
You One Penny. Your Fine Care With Latest JUELENE Formulas 
May Be The Answer To Your Hair And Scalp Problem. 


There is always something new under the sun. For years and years, fine LANO- 
LIN Emulsions made from Sheep Wool Fat have been sche’ seaneien for the 
Proper care of your hair and your scalp. In recent years, it has been learned 
that CHOLESTEROL is the active ingredient of LANOLIN. CHOLESTEROL 
is an ingredient found in all vegetables, in all animals and in our own bodies. 
Now Chemists can produce a synthetic CHOLESTEROL, which makes it 
= ac to use CHOLESTEROL in this Latest Special Hair and Scalp System. 

our hair grows from the follicles in the tissues of your scalp. The condition 
of your hair depends upon the normal health and functioning of your scalp. 
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e track to 





stronger and Lovelier as d hing ‘St @ months. You can 
Neture intended. Seyle your tals with ae Cees aha 
GUARANTEE Health Officer, State of N. Y.) SAYS: 
i absolurel ad « . ” 
positively ‘convinced that these are the best  “Sheeps’ Wool Fat” has been 


used for « 
type of IRMULAS that you can use on your Prescriptic 
scal a Ti. lo Gen Gc ond TY ceraally” caused hair and “scalp 
P WILL BE REFUNDED. FAMOUS ‘roubles as far back as I can 
JUELENE FORMULAS have been sent all = j*"m er. 8 b gl 
over the world since 1928. newly improved Ont 
More than one half million have tried these EMULSIONS used in this treat- 
fine JUEL im ed products. Now, for the ment, represent the finest com- 
first time, brings you this Special CHO- bination of Formulas that I 
LESTEROL FORMULA, plus, Fortified LAN- have ever studied. 

OLIN EMULSIONS with CHOLESTEROL. 


YOU CAN’T LOSE. MAIL YOUR COUPON ANDRE MAZERAT, LEADING 
NOW! THESE FORMULAS ARE NOT OB- HAIR STYLIST SAYS: 





TAINABLE IN STORES. Sent direct to you —_— Expert ticians Hair Scyli 
with FULL DIRECTIONS and 100% MONEY the impreauricians and, Hair Scrtises | know 
THE DAY YOU STARTED "OR EVERY = HO fe 
h : pow 
CHEERFULLY REFUNDED. aT — 


* SEND NO MONEY MAIL YOUR COUPON NOW * 
EVERY CENT BACK IF NOT THE BEST YOU EVER USED. 


ee ee 


JUEL COMPANY, Dept. v-102 
§ 1735 W. 5th Street, Brooklyn 23, N. Y. i 


SEND ME EVERYTHING. ALL MIXED READY TO USE, WITH FULL DI- ! 
§ RECTIONS AND A 100% MONEY BACK GUARANTEE. I am to receive a j 
g iar of Special DETERGENT CREAM SHAMPOO CONTAINING LANOLIN, , 
one jar of DH-12 CHOLESTEROL FORMULA, and a jar of LANOLIN COM- 
§ POUND with CHOLESTEROL. Price only $2.98, to be collected on delivery ] 











gt me, plus postage. ; t 
: (You get enough of everything to last you for at least 3 months) j 
§ NAME «7 
8 STREET i 
ory aii ZONE No. state. I 
8 If you wish to save the postage and C.O.D. fee, you may enclose check, cash or I 


money order, and everything will be shipped to you postpaid. Either way, 
i Every Cent Cheerfully Refunded if you are not absolutely pleased in every ' 
§ way with the results of these formulas. SEND THIS COUPON NOW! i 
g EVERYTHING iS SENT TO YOU THE SAME DAY COUPON IS RECEIVED HERE. J 
& 
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7 ‘RECORDS 


By James Goodrich 


— WILSON, the veteran piano 

stylist, was a big recording star dur- 
ing the late era of swing when he played 
in the old Benny Goodman aggregation. 
But with the advent of bop, he began to 
fade from the jazz scene and off the lists 
of record releases. His name was soon 
lost in the shuffle of new jazz personali- 
ties like Bud Powell, George Shearing, 
and Oscar Peterson. Wilson appeared 
to be finished. 

However, a few months ago, he staged 
a comeback on a call from Mercury to 
highlight a vigorous revival of swing on 
that label. His return was hailed by mil- 
lions of jazzophiles around the U.S. who 
remember him from his heyday. They 
know that Wilson turned out some great 
things with Goodman. They expect noth- 
ing less from him today and they likely 
won't be disappointed. For Wilson is 
known to be a serious man about his 
work, 

Teddy plays a straight, authentic style 
of jazz. Yet, without the tricks, he is one 
of the most exciting keyboard artists 
around today. His patterns are neat and 
frequently fleet but always understand- 
able. And though he is of the old swing 
school, his ideas are mostly fresh. 

Since Wilson’s return to records, he 
has waxed a batch of scintillating sides 
for Mercury. His most recent pressings 
are a coupling of two standards, 7'ea for 
Two and The One I Love. On the pair, 
he gets some solid backing from bassist 
John Simmons (Continued on Page 82) 

























Las about 70 
WE Up... 


‘‘At parties, nobody wanted to hold me 
cheek to cheek because I had so many 
hickies on my face. I tried many skin 
lotions and ointments without success 
and was about to give up when a friend 
suggested Black and White Ointment. 
Thanks to her and the relief this won- 
derful ointment gave me for the itchy, 
stinging misery.” 


James D. Williams, Washington, D. C. 


GET FAST RELIEF— TODAY! 


If you suffer itchy, misery of black- 
heads, acne, eczema, simple ring- 
worm, use Black and White 
Ointment. Three money-saving 
sizes, 25¢, 60¢, 85¢. To cleanse skin, 
use Black and White Skin Soap. 











Exciting, Firm, Youthful Figure with 


‘une’. WAIST NIPPER LONG-LINE BRA 


LOOK YOUNGER THAN YOUR AGE, NATURALLY! 


Try it at our expense. You 


it costs you nothing. 
Comes In White, Pink & Nude 


A cup (32 to 38) © B cup (34 to 
44) © C cup (34 to 50) 


Broadcloth $2.98. Nylon $3.98 ; 





You [SEND NO MONEY ¢ 10-DAY FREE TRIAL | 
must be completely satisfied | Wileo Fashions, Dept. B9IK, 45 E. 17th St., New York 3, N.Y. 





The moment you put on YOUTH-Line your 
bustline will take on a new, thrilling, natural 
uplift with glamorous separation and firm 
roundness. The extra-wide 5-inch elastic 
waistband will trim and slim ugly bulges 
and “spare tire” rolls into graceful smooth 
lines. Your clothes will fit like a dream— 
you'll look and feel years younger! 


5 


Natural Uplift 
Banishes Bulges 
Smoothes 

Silhouette 
Trims Waist 
Flattens Tummy 
Enhances 

Your Clothes 


ONLY Light-as-a-breeze. 
YOUTH-LINE is made 
of beautifully embroi- 
dered nylon net, custom- 
cut to fit your size ex- 
actly. Designed to give 
unlimited freedom-of.- 
action and comfort. Will 
not roll, ride, pinch or 


chafe. 


POST- 
PAID 





Double-lined opening with 
two rows of six snaps. Re- 
inforced stitched cup and 
adjustable shoulder straps. 
Will take seasons of wash- 
ing — won't ever shrink or 
fade. 





SIZE: 


Please rush my YOUTH-LINE Waist Nipper 
Long-Line Bra on approval. if not delighted, 





CUP: 


1 may return it within ten days for refund of 
purchase price. 





COLOR: 


OC Send C.0.D. I'll pay $ plus postage. 





SECOND COLOR 


CHOICE: 


Of enctose $_ You pay postage. 


Name (print) oe 





BROADCLOTH ($2.98) 


Address (print) 








NYLON ($3.98) 





. Zone. State ‘ 
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Wonderful rayon gabardine slack suit. 
Look! We borrowed the zipper from your 
diagonal just like his. Smart long sleeves, 
too! In navy, grey, green. 
* Sizes: 17 
10, 12, 14, 16, 18, 20 7% 
38, 40,42,44 8.98 
Bit, 7 | Dept. 130-93 
599 Sreadway, New Yerk 12 
[) PREPAID. Enclose price plus 30 cents 
} C.0.D. You pay price, plus postage and 
C.0.D. charges. 
Style Size ist Celer 2nd Coler 
2130 


beau's best shirt. Tuck-in top zips on the 
9, 11, 13, 15, 
Send 10¢ for beautiful Fashion Catalog 
for postage. You save C.0.0. charges. 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 
(Print) 
SAME 
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city & 
ZONE 





STATE 








| TEEN 
TALK 





"way BACK WHEN you young’uns 

were just mere notions in the ce- 
lestial scheme of things to be, one of the 
great actresses of the era was Greta (Ay 
Vant To Be Alone) Garbo. Off the 
movie set, she was as elusive as a splash 
of diamond sunlight dancing on the 
swishing surface of the South Pacific. 
It was a quality which enhanced the 
mystery of the woman and made the 
Garbo-conscious flickerites of the age 








_ easy to do. 
| which Aunt Janie diabolically is going 


adore her even more wholeheartedly. 

Today, countless teenage boys and 
girls are achieving the “aloneness” 
which Garbo sought, but without intend- 
ing to. They go blithely along their 
ways, alienating themselves from society 
and wondering later, “wha’ hoppen?” 
Instead of increasing their appeal, they 
find that they are as cautiously regarded 
as a carton of TNT. Unlike Garbo, who 
was retiring, they are rather repulsive. 

If you want to be alone in this highly 
social era, teen-timer, it is really quite 
Follow the simple rules 


to give you, and you will never be dis- 


| turbed by a jangling telephone, by girls 
| dropping perfumed handkerchiefs in 


your path if you’re a lad, or by boys 
wearing out the front door buzzer if 
you're a lassie. 

We'll start with the guys. Here’s how 
you young gentlemen can lose friends 
and alienate sweethearts: 

Be like Tattered Tom, the fellow who 
has made a career of looking like a bum. 
He never polishes his shoes, seldom puts 
comb to hair, thinks a deodorant is strict- 
ly for sissies. He unfailingly makes it 
a point to arrive for big dates wearing 
hanger-creased, colorless slacks and a 
dingy shirt which has been estranged 
from most of its buttons. He will stumble 
into a church social wearing soiled blue 


| jeans and smelly gym-shoes, explain that 


he just came in from an all-day hike and 
didn’t have time to change. 
He thinks he is being Bohemian and 






ad 
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By Jane Walters 


different, but, to the average girl, he is 
just plain bungling. Most honeychiles 
would prefer to date someone like ingeni- 
ous Jim, who has his little brother take 
his one suit to the cleaners fairly often 
for a good refreshing-and-pressing job. 

Then, there’s Honking Harry, who 
wants everybody to know that for one 
night at least, he is piloting papa’s car. 
Instead of walking to a girl’s door like 
a gentleman and escorting her out polite- 
ly, he sits in the seat of his convertible 
like a cautious robin guarding her nest, 
and signals on his noise-maker for 
beauty to come out and meet the beast. 
Needless to say, girls don’t appreciate 
his discourtesy, and neither do their 
parents ... or their neighbors. 

Windbag Willie is another type which 
does not wear well. His filibusters are 
so fluid that they would put a Dixie 
congressman to disadvantage. He can 
wind on and on interminably, talking 
about nothing. His brain should bear 
a “Vacancy ... Room For Rent” sign. 

Nearly every sentence begins with, or 
includes, the word “I,” because Wind- 
bag Willie doesn’t know there’s a world 
outside his own soul. He’s too much 
wrapped up in himself to notice. 

Bookworm Bob is closely akin to 
Willie, only when he talks he doesn’t 
concentrate upon himself. Bob thinks 
his duty in life is to re-educate the uni- 
verse, and he begins by parading his 
knowledge before his girl. He tries to 
startle, impress and really drown her in 
book learning, and is hurt when she is 
forced to stifle a yawn. 

Dates are, or ought to be, fun, and 
while they can also be educational, it 
isn’t the duty of the average escort to 
turn every clan gathering into an Ein- 
stein-ian lecture course. Bob dazzles the 
girls for a while, but soon finds he is 
being left alone with his books. 

Frantic Frankie is another character 
who ought to be (Continued on Page 73) 
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LARGE BUST Problems Corrected 


How Bra Designers Perfected New ‘Live Action” Molding 


Revolutionary New Design Shapes Large Bust into More Attractive Youthful Smaller Lines Instantly! 


Good news for every large-bust woman! After years of 
research, an amaring, entirely NEW bra design has been 


ciple, it molds the large, spread-out or sagging bosom 
into more attractive, youthful, smaller lines! 
Two prominent New York bra desi were 
at the serious lack of bras properly designed for large- 
bust problems. They decided to do something to remedy 
the situation. They learned that manufacturers were 
frankly neglecting large-bust women because it was more 
to ate on the much larger market of 
average-sise bras. 











Many ordinary bras don’t give 

suppert te large, sag- 
sing bust caused by weak 
muscle structure. 


Extra-large, spread-out becom 
isn’t corrected in many old- 
type ooo Teatone tatest moid- 
ing act 


ORDINARY LARGE BRAS FOUND TO 
DO LITTLE FOR THE LARGE BUST 


Tests made on actual women with large-bust prob- 
lems revealed most ordinary bras seemed to be turned 
out on an assembly line for all large busts, regardless of 
individual needs. Many lacked the uplift qualities and 
molding action for gently gathering in loose, sagging 
bosoms. Many cut across the back and under the arms, 
pinched tender flesh, and left unsightly bulges at the 
midriff and shoulder blades. 

The experts first considered taxing one of the better 
bras on the market and improving its design. But they 
quickly decided on entirely | new type of support was 
needed. They li and physical 
culturists. They studied — and X-rays of 
every usual large-bust problem...to find the basic 
causes and possible cures. 





CAUSES OF OVER-SIZED BUST REVEALED 


Frequently they found the over-sized bosom was part 
of a picture of general overweight or glandular disturb- 
ances. Sagging, matronly looking busts were caused by 
tired or lazy muscle tissues of chest and breast. Accumu- 
lations of fatty layers on all sides of the breasts also 
caused unshapely, extra large spread-out bust. 


DIETING FOUND TO BE OF LITTLE HELP 


All too often in the past, women whose large bustlines 
were not helped by standard type bras went on starva- 
tion diets. In many cases they found when dieting that 
the bosom .loses weight proportionately less than the 
rest of the body. And, when the bosom loses weight, 
the breast muscles and skin tissues often become loose, 
flabby and crepey. 
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Complete Line of “Glamer-Mold" Bra Styles te Fit and 
Flatter Your individual Figure Type, Ali with “Live Action” 
inner Design. Sizes 34 te 60. Werth up te $5 er Mere, 
New ot Get-Acquainted Lew Prices! in Nude, White, Bleck. 
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Prove te Yourself Teday Hew the Amazing 
Mew Inner “Live Action” Design (pictured 
above) Melds a Youthful, Smatier Bustiine. 


To the experts’ trained eyes, 





inar simple thet you can prove its wonderful 
ae to yourself in front of your own 
. “ 





Styte KX408 Bandeau with Buwilt-Up 
Shoulders. Reliable suppert fer Sgure 
with any large-bust problem, fatty back 
and shoulders, witheut bulging waisttine. 


Only $2.75. 


Fit, Comfort, and 
Beauty Included 


Before releasing the new 
“Glamor-Molc” Bra to the 
public, the experts tested its 
amazing “live action” design 
on women to be sure it was 
flexible and adjustable 
enough for every large-bust 
problem imaginable. It was 
found to mold the bosom and 
gather sagging flesh into trim, 
compact, youthful lines in a 
way that was little short of 
a miracle. Fleshy back and 
shoulders were taken in, 
streamlined. It made many 
women look ten years 
younger; enabled them to 
wear exciting, formfitting 
clothes and playclothes, and 
really enjoy life! Its firm, 
confident support and be- 
witching separation were un- 
equalled by many costly 
custom-made bras selling for 
$10-$25. Yet the “Glamor- 
Mold” Bra is so light, so 
thrillingly feminine . .. made 
of perfectly gorgeous fabric 
which washes and dries like 
a dream! 
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aap amet _ inevitably to an entirely new principle 
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iiiade _Miacit Feature ns 5 
Feature Gattens bulging tummy. Also 
le attachment hooks. Only $3.49, sirdie attachment hooks. Onty $2.98. 


e 2 = ei Home Course for Beautifying 

@ the Large Bust—if you act now! 
To help your new bra look its best on you, learn exactly what to do for 
your personal large-bustline your bust is sagging, 
spread-out or extra-large. Step-by-step tested Gaesustions by noted 
medical and fashion authorities. Includes guidance in: — 
Illustrated Scientific Movements; What Clothing Styles Y 
Should Wear to Make Your Bust “Appear Smaller; Structure of the Bust 
Illustrated and How It Works; Figure Proportion Charts; Correct Bust 
Sizes for Your Height and Weight. And other inspiring methods of 
improving your large bustline. All yours FREE whether you keep bra 
or not —if you mail Coupon NOW! 


FREE -TRIAL — FREE-GIFT COUPON 
Mail TODAY— Without Money! 
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FREE-GIFT Course in 75 











diate refund. (Be sure to write 
in HOW MANY, SIZE and 
COLOR of styles you desire.) 


a a 


: 
i 
if 
f 








NEVER TRUST 


“Don’t be a fool, Joey,” she said harshly. “That is, 
don’t be any more of a fool than you are now. You’re 
a wild kid. You better leave now.” 












at is, 
ou’re 


















A MODEL 








Blinded by the glamor of a magazine model, Joey ditched his high school sweetheart only 
to learn the hard way that all that glitters isn’t always love. 
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= ARE some women who appeal to the protective 

qualities in a man. There are others who, at first sight, 
give warning that they are going to dominate him and 
make him love it. Cinnamon Lewis fitted into the second 
category. 

Come to think of it, you couldn’t put Cinnamon into 
any such thing as a category. When they made her lovely 
face and figure, they threw away the mold. Her hair was 
long and chestnut, her complexion creamy and made in- 
teresting by a few well-placed freckles. She had clear, 
cool gray eyes and a shape that would make a Coca Cola 
bottle seem as misshapen as a bunch of seaweed. 

Yes, Cinnamon was the kind of looker you see in those 
stocking advertisements, the kind you sigh over and dis- 
miss as impossible to find. I discovered her by way of 
TAN Magazine and finding her drew me into an affair 
which taught me a lesson I’ll remember as long as I live. 
Finding her also caused me to throw away what Cinna- 
mon couldn’t offer any man—real genuine love. 

Back there, two years ago, when I was graduating from 
DuSable High, I was perfectly content with the love which 
already existed in my life. Lane Owens wasn’t the prettiest 
girl in our neighborhood but she was someone to be proud 
of with her more than average good looks, sweet, cling- 
ing ways and her ability to help a fellow over a tough hur- 
dle whether it was a rugged math assignment or the prob- 
lems brought about by a quarrel with Dad. 

Lane and | had known each other all through our high 
school lives. She wore my varsity pin. She was my senior 
prom date and it was just in the books that this was one 
of those perfect teen-age romances—that is, until Cinna- 
mon came along. Here’s how that happened: 

I was in a pleasant glow graduation night. To add to 
the glory of finishing way out in front of my class, I had 
triumphantly starred in a senior class dramatic presenta- 
tion. Right after the exercises a trim-looking lady came 
back to the dressing rooms and asked for me. 

To my great embarrassment—and secret pride—she 
told me, right there in front of some of my fellow-gradu- 
ates, that I was the clean-cut, handsome type she was look- 
ing for. She was in charge of digging up advertising and 
story models for TAN Magazine and played peek-a-boo 
all around the city, looking for people the magazines could 
use. 

I got good and interested when Miss Adams told me 
what TAN would pay me to do a modelling job and eag- 





furnished her with the required in- 
mation—age, address, phone number 
| hours when I was available for as- 
nments. 
took a lot of good-natured ribbing 
Miss Adams had left. 
Pretty boy!” my fellow-seniors 
ed at me. “The clean-looking type. 
you Valentino!” 
pretended to be annoyed but really I 
yed it. After all, it wasn’t everyone 
got his map into TAN and made 
e spending change too. I didn’t fig- 
the bonus I was going to get—meet- 


x Cinnamon. 

Lane was excited about what had hap- 
d when I told her on our way home. 

Maybe some Hollywood scouts will 
your picture,” she raved. “And 


You’re silly, but you’re sweet,” I 
led her pompously. It wasn’t too im- 
sible, I thought. No telling what 
1 happen when you became a model. 
noticed that after the first burst of 

husiasm, Lane got sort of quiet. I 
lered for a second if it could be that 

was jealous of my opportunity, wish- 
he could have been spotted too. 

What’s the matter, honey?” I asked 
after a long pre-goodnight kiss on 
10orstep. 

Nothing,” she sighed in the tone 

1en use when something is the mat- 

ind they want to be asked again. 

Oh, yes there is, sweets,” I insisted, 
g along with the program. 

it’s just—I was thinking—vwell, you 

Joey, some people change when 
zs like this happen to them. When 
picture comes out in TAN lots of 
le all over the country are going to 
> you letters and want to meet you. 
ind right here in Chicago, you'll be 
popular than ever. I was just 
king that I hope you don’t change, 
You know, get conceited or 
ething or let someone take you away 
me.” 

was flattered and touched. I kissed 
tenderly. 

Never fear, darling,” I told her. “I'll 
s be the same Joey you know now. 
as for other girls, I couldn’t think 
tting anyone come in between us 
minute. We were meant for each 

remember ?” 
ncerely thought I meant what I was 
But then, how was I to know 
Cinnamon was going to do to me? 
found out a week later. 


I pushed her away from me in the middle 

of a dangerous embrace and asked: “Cin- 

namon, what about Warren? What's be- 
tween you and him?” 




















Although Joey had deserted her for an older, sophisticated model, Lane was sure 


that she could still come out ahead if she only played her cards right. 





Several days after graduation night I 
got a phone call from TAN. 

I was to report at the office for my 
first modelling assignment. I could 
hardly wait for the day of the appoint- 
_ ment to arrive. I planned carefully 
which suit I would wear and what extra 
clothes I would take along as instructed. 

The afternoon I went to the TAN 
ofice I was taken into a large room 
where a tired-looking photographer had 
his elaborate equipment set up and an 
abrupt editor was finishing directing a 
couple in a love-making pose. 

The editor came over to me. He had 
Cinnamon in tow and I blinked at her 
fresh-looking, piquant beauty. 

“You’re No. 3—Webb, aren’t you?” 
the editor asked. Then without waiting 
for a reply, he went on. “This is Miss 
Lewis. You two get acquainted. We'll 
be ready for you in a minute. Got to 
shoot you in a love scene.” 

He turned on his heel and was gone. I 
was still dazzled by the glory of the sen- 
sationally pretty creature standing in 
front of me. She smiled a slow-breaking 
smile. She could have sold me the Trib- 
une Tower right then and there. 

; “Good afternoon, good-looking,” she 
| told me in a delightfully flirtatious tone. 

A fast babe, I decided. Well, I knew 
how to handle her kind. 

“What’s the other part of your 
name?” | asked her, grinning. 

“I’m Cinnamon,” she replied with an- 
other captivating smile. “So I draw you 
for a modelling partner, huh?” she said, 
almost as though speaking her thoughts 
aloud. “Well, I’ve always been lucky. 
Do you think you can love me well 
enough to earn your fee?” 

“All this and money too!” I came 
back. “Baby, I’m gonna refuse to get 
paid.” 

The conversation went on like that for 
several minutes with Cinnamon throw- 
ing fast curves and me doing a fair 
catching job. I could tell this girl had 
been around in a nice but pretty thor- 
ough kind of way. I guessed she was 
about voting age, but she ducked that 
query. 

Just as | was warming up to my work, 
along comes this editor again. He looked 





real sour like there was no tomorrow so 
why bother. 

“Let’s go kids,” he ordered. “Over 
here in the center of the room. Now, the 
idea is, you’re supposed to be two starry- 
eyed high school kids in love. This is for 
an illustration of whether or not puppy- 
love can be the real thing. So you gotta 
put in a plug for your generation. You 
gotta give us everything. 

“I want you to look like you’ve just 
kissed each other the sweetest kiss young 
lovers can experience. And to make it 
real and true to life, why not rehearse a 
few just before we shoot?” 

I was all for it. Cinnamon was cer- 
tainly an armful and I was going to put 
my whole heart and soul into the job so 
that the kidding talk I’d been giving her 
about a date might end up in something 
fine. 

Brother, did I get fooled! I put my 
arms around Cinnamon and that was 
the end of my big plans. I had nothing 
else to do, believe me, but slow burn with 
the hot sweetness of her lips, to shiver at 
her almost inaudible little moan of pleas- 
ure—so low that only I could hear it. 

I had a desperate, guilty suggestion of 
a thought about Lane just before my 
whole world reeled and a thousand bril- 
liant stars came crashing out of the sky. 
When I released Cinnamon, | didn’t feel 
like any more kidding. I felt real strange 
and shaken. 

She gave me a searching look out of 
those startling gray eyes. It should have 
been my warning. It was a challenging 
look, a mocking look which seemed to 
say: “You fool. You poor, sweet fool.” 

As far as I was concerned, the balance 
of the modelling period was one long 
daze, punctuated only by stabs of ecstasy 
each time I got the opportunity to hold 
Cinnamon in my arms again and melt 
before the growing intensity of her 
kisses. 

“That’s all for today,” I heard the edi- 
tor say finally. “See Miss Adams down- 
stairs so you can sign releases. You'll 
get your checks in the mail Saturday.” 


FOLLOWED Cinnamon downstairs, 
captivated by the self-possessed 
rhythm of her proud walk, the aristoc- 


racy of her head carried high, her shoul- 
ders back. What a thoroughbred, I was 
thinking. And she liked me too. Those 
meaningful kisses had proven that. I 
couldn’t wait until we got outside on 
Michigan Avenue. 

I was in for my first stunning lesson 
from Cinnamon. 

When we hit the cool air outside, I 
said to her earnestly: “Look, baby, 
where do you live. Can I take you 
home?” 

She looked at me with faint scorn in 
her eyes. Then she gave a long, low 
laugh. 

“You aren’t serious, are you?” she 
asked. “I know the way home. Even if 
I didn’t, I could get home safely—espe- 
cially with that waiting for me.” 

She pointed to that. It was a long, 
sleek Cadillac, parked across the street 
from the TAN office. A smooth, brown 
character was waiting, slumped patient- 
ly behind the wheel. 

The next thing I knew she was off 
across the street, headed for the car. The 
man behind the wheel, a thirtyish char- 
acter, straightened up, smiled, got out, 
helped her in the door, came back 
around and slid under the wheel. The 
Cadillac purred off. Cinnamon didn’t 
as much as glance in my direction. 

Me, I rode the South Parkway bus 
home and, all the way, burned with a 
fever of fretfulness and impotent rage. 
Who did she think she was anyhow? 
Stringing me along and then practically 
insulting me like I was a square. I had 
to see Cinnamon again, I decided. I told 
myself I wanted to see her only to get 
even, to prove to her that I could be as 
cool as she pretended to be. 

But, deep down in my pounding heart, 
I knew I wanted to see Cinnamon be- 
cause I was in love in a fevered, desper- 
ate sort of way. My very blood was 
tingling with the intoxication of her 
name, thrilling still to the desire which 
the fresh warmth of her lips had aroused. 
In my dreams I crushed her again to me, 
holding with tender brutality her won- 
derful softness. In my dreams I won- 
dered about the fellow who drove the 
Cadillac. Was he a relative or her sweet- 
heart? (Continued on Page 59) 
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SAT THERE staring through tear- 
blinded eyes at the white-enameled 
outline of our living room door and 
listened with sickening regret at my hus- 
band’s footsteps echoing off the hard- 
wood floor as he stormed angrily down 
the hall. Out of habit, I measured each 
step mentally, following him down the 
stairway until I heard the front door 
slam shut behind him with a resounding 
tattle. I wanted to cry out after him, 
“Warren, come back! Please come back 
and let me explain!” 

But I knew it would be no use. He 
was satisfied that he had trapped me 
red-handed, that he had found me out 
as an unfaithful Pullman porter’s wife, 
_ and no matter what I said now he 
} wouldn’t believe otherwise or try to un- 
derstand. 

With trembling fingers I poured a 
drink from the half-empty bottle of 
|Scotch Ralph had left behind, hoping it 
would help steady me and clear my 
‘mind of the terrible nightmare that had 






















UME 
DAIL 


Do wives of Pullman porters play when their husbands are away? Hazel had often heard 


just happened so quickly and so unex- 
pectedly. But as I touched the glass to 
my lips, it made me remember all the 
more how suddenly my dream world 
had been shattered. 

I should have known from the begin- 
ning not to trust Sadie Allen. But when 
does a woman stop trusting her best 
friend where her husband is concerned? 
How was I to know that her seemingly 
innocent remarks to Warren about Ralph 
playing “Shorty” with me while he was 
out on the road were, in reality, seeds 
of jealousy and suspicion she was care- 
fully planting in Warren’s mind? It was 
all part of her plan to break us up, and 
I should have seen through it from the 
start. But, somehow, I just couldn’t let 
myself believe that Sadie wanted to see 
my marriage ruined. 

It all seemed so different at first. Yet, 
I guess I did realize right from that Sun- 
day afternoon over a year ago when 
Sadie and I met Warren and Ralph 
Goodman that deep down she liked 








this but never expected to be cast in the role of a cheating wife. 


Warren a lot more than she thought I 
knew. 

It was at the Pullman porter’s and 
railway men’s cocktail dance at the Club 
De Lisa in Chicago that we met—just 
two girls out for a little fun and two 
bachelors who, up to then, had dodged 
marriage because, as they put it: “We 
know too many guys runnin’ on the 
road whose wives keep the sheets warm 
for somebody else just soon as their 
train pulls out.” 

We had all laughed about it then. It 
was funny in a “ha! ha!” way, the same 
as most jokes people make about rail- 
road men and traveling salesmen. But 
it wasn’t funny to me now. I had be- 
come the cheating wife in the joke and 
it was no longer funny. 

How had it all happened, I reflected 
soberly, still holding the half-drained 
highball glass and still remembering the 
hatred etched in Warren’s face as he 
had stormed (Continued on Page 46) 














CAN A GIKLBE GOOD 


Although girls in show business 










may not be as pure as snow, they 
are generally as good as any other 
girls, says exotic dancer La 
Bommie who tells of some of 


the temptations entertainers face. 





BY GLORIA “LA BOMMIE” HOWARD 


IN SHOW BUSINESS ? 


Hé WAS middle-aged. He was wealthy and—for the mo- 
ment—he was in love. 

He leaned across the table in the little booth of the night club 
where I was appearing and he said: “The first thing I want you 
to do is to give up your job. Then, I’m going to take you to 
the best Fifth Avenue shops and open charge accounts for you. 
You'll have your own Cadillac, a penthouse apartment and 
maid. Of course, there’ll be an allowance which ought to take 
care of your needs.” 

I stared at him innocently. 

“How wonderful,” I gushed. “And when does the marriage 
take place? I mean, how long will it take you to divorce your 
wife?” 

His mouth opened wide with astonishment. 

“Marriage?” he spluttered. “Why—er. . . . 

“T know. I know,” I told him gently. “You’re not looking 
for another wife. You’re looking for a playmate. Well, darling, 
you're looking in the wrong direction.” 

I got up to leave. 

He remonstrated. “But you’re in show business,” he cried. 

The gentleman was like thousands and thousands of other 
people who entertain the perfectly ridiculous idea that just be- 
cause a girl has chosen show business for her career, she has 
automatically abandoned every decent principle, every moral 
standard of living. 

The average person is under the impression that girls in show 
business flit from one lover to another, lavish their affections 
for commercial reasons only and fall for any proposition which 
may come their way so long as the stakes are high enough. 

This is not only an unfair belief but it is also untrue. I’m not 
going to pretend that we who make our living as entertainers 
are as pure as snowflakes or that we are better morally than the 
normal individual in any other line. But it always burns me 
plenty to be subjected to the narrow-minded notions harbored 
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by almost every man who has the price of the minimum or cover 
charge. In the phase of show business in which I work, these 
ridiculous ideas crop up even more often. Some people call me 
an exotic dancer, others a strip-teaser. Whatever the proper 
label may be—and, as far as I am concerned, neither one of 
them fits my act—I do sell sex when I dance. But that’s where 
it stops. 

When I am about to be presented, the master of ceremonies 
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Wearing bathing suit made of more than 100 live flowers, 
shapely La Bommie enjoys brief swim in pool at Lord Calvert 
Hotel in Miami. Suit was designed by Miami florist. 


nvariably gets a gleam in his eye. The 
lrums throb heavily. The lights go 
lown and the emcee hisses in a voice 
alculated to keep you in suspense. 

“And now, we present La Bommie.’ 

Then here I come. Tall, stately—I 
hope—and with a long, bronze body, a 
great deal of which is glimpsed by the 
paying customers through flowing, sheer 
gowns. My long, red-brown hair stream- 
ng over my shoulders, I dance a dance 
of passion. 

The music picks up a hot and steady 
beat as I vibrate and whirl, spin and gy- 
rate with increasing frenzy. When my 
act is completed, I have relieved myself 

f most of my costume and ended a per- 
formance which has the male contingent 
the house working its imagination 
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vertime. 

I don’t mind the eyes working over- 
me. I get paid not to mind that. But 
| do mind the strenuous mental exercise 

which the gentlemen engage—jump- 
ng to conclusions. 

Some of these wolves get the impres- 
ion that if they can only find their way 

my dressing room, everything will be 
ll right for the night. 

I don’t know where these otherwise 
phisticated males get their notions. I 
lon’t know why they aren’t willing to 
ok upon me as an entertainer, not as 
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La Bommie demonstrates some of the tortuous techniques that go to make up her sensa- — 
tional dance routine. Fringed G-string and brassieres which make up scant costume wuh a. 


frequently cause male patrons to jump to lurid conclusions. 


Because most men believe that a girl in show business is easy prey for their advances, 
entertainers learn quickly how to give them the brush-off. 


someone advertising myself and inviting 
the attentions of every warm-breathing 
Tom, Dick and Harry in the place. 

You would think that they would have 
sense enough to realize that a girl who 
dances for the public, as I do, can be as 
decent, clean-living and as wrapped up 
in her own ambitions, her own private 
life, her own love interests as anyone 
else. 

Time after time, girls like me have to 
set the record straight, to convince ro- 
mantic-minded males that they can’t buy 
every show girl they come across with a 
fast line, a flashed roll of bills, a purring 
Fleetwood or the promise of jewelry, 
minks and a Park Avenue apartment. 

It isn’t that I don’t appreciate the 
value of money. I am human and | could 
do real well with one or two of those lux- 
urious and expensive mink coats. But I 
made up my mind back when I began in 
show business that I wasn’t going to be- 
come cheap and common; that I was go- 
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ing to keep my reputation clean so that 
when the right man came along with the 
right question, I could offer him my love 
and not have to feel ashamed. 

I think it was the attitude of my par- 
ents back there when I began which en- 
couraged me to keep myself above 
reproach in a business which attracts to 
an individual more slander than any- 
thing else. My parents, although sepa- 
rated, were bound together by a desire 
to have me grow up in a clean and 
healthy way. 

They were strict church people but 
they never frowned on my dancing am- 
bitions. They believed, as I now believe, 
that it isn’t so much what you do as the 
way that you do it. 


OTHER and Dad were encourag- 
ing when Betty Taylor, a Detroit 
producer, first invited me to become a 
dancer and join her group of 15 young 
chorines—the Taylorettes. I had been 


out of high school only three weeks when 
Betty made the offer. She came over to 
my home and gave the folks a sales talk, 
promising to take good care of me. 

Like I said, I am not anyone’s angel, 
but one of the things that has always 
enabled me to keep my vow to myself 
and to Mom and Dad about being de- 
cent is my love of dancing. They say 
that keeping yourself busy helps you 
keep yourself out of mischief. My danc- 
ing and my preparation for dancing— 
learning and studying new routines, 
making my own costumes, trying to cor- 
rect my shortcomings—all take up so 
much time that I haven’t got much left 
to get myself into a mess for which I’d 
be sorry. 

I began taking my dancing seriously 
from the day that Betty Taylor took me 
under her wing. I did my first show for 
her at the Metropolitan Theater in 
Cleveland. I’ll never forget what a thrill 
that was. The (Continued on Page 74) 


Ringside tables in night clubs where La Bommie performs are usually at a premium for the length of her engagement. Tall, willowy, 
with auburn hair, La Bommie insists that she is neither a strip-teaser nor a shake dancer, although she does divest herself of most of 
her costume. “I dance a dance of passion,” is the way she describes her act. 
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T= ARE some people in the world endowed, I 
believe, by the very devil, with a fascinating and 

vil power, a strange, binding, gripping ability to in- 
ect others with the deadly disease of passion. They 
re like some cursed, exotic fruit, fair and wonderful 

the sight and touch, rotten inside, poisoned and 
oisoning. 

Such a person was Jim Savage—Jim Savage who 
ame into my life for one year, one horrible haunted 
year during which I went from the richest note of 

stasy to the harshest discord of suffering; Jim Savage 
who had the power over me to make me leave my home, 
esert my children, surrender my self-respect and break 
1y sacred marriage vows to a fine, decent, generous 
ind understanding husband. 

Facing the facts, I realize now that, regardless of how 
wicked Jim Savage was, I alone am to blame for my 
ins against myself, my family and society; for it was 
1y contemptible weakness, my horrible selfishness 
hich made me an abject slave of Jim Savage who had 
othing go6d but a face and form unbelievably hand- 
ome. I alone am to blame for having contracted that 
\ind-paralyzing, ambition-sapping, decency-decaying 

ness which I have learned to call the pretty man blues. 

| got those blues just at a time when friends and 
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neighbors were beginning to call Sam and me the ideal 
couple in our community. None of them would ever 
have dreamed that a shadow could fall across our happy 
marriage. In five years of marriage, we had paid for 
a charming home in suburban Saint Albans. We were 
intensely devoted to each other, seemingly splendidly 
suited. 

We had two of the sweetest children in the world, 
little Sammy, three, and Jennie, two. Sam had a sub- 
stantial job with the Standard Oil Company and he was 
a wonderful provider. I was making progress with a 
tiny, but growing booking agency with offices in a mid- 
town Manhattan hotel. 

Our design for living was all worked out. We were 
saving to put our children through school, give them 
a start in life. We were a perfect family circle. 

I can’t even plead the excuse used by so many stray- 
ing wives; that Sam and | were emotionally malad- 
justed. I was complete and happy in the love of my 
husband, I believed—until Jim Savage came along. 

It sounds abrupt. That’s the way it happened— 
right out of the blue. 

Jim Savage—and disaster—walked into my office 
one afternoon. If I forget everything that ever hap- 
pened to me, I'll remember that moment and what it 
did to me. (Continued on Page 66) 














What makes a woman desert her home and children, break her marriage vows for a 


handsome face? Alberta often wondered, but after she met Jim, she thought she knew. 


I felt his arms go around me tightly, knew the 

firm, sweet, twisting pleasure of his lips. My 

fingers caressed his ears, ran wild through his 
curly hair. 
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Pursued by a beautiful, rich 
white girl, Larry was about 
to succumb to her lures when 
something she said made him 
suddenly remember what 
Fran had warned him about. 


ALWAYS considered myself a good 
sport, able to take a joke, so when 
the fellows down at the garage gave me 
a terrific ribbing my last day on the job, 
just laughed good-naturedly and went 
along with the fun. 

Even when the cracks got a little raw 
[ didn’t get sore: let them laugh their 
fool heads off, I thought. I still had a 
good deal, one that any one of them 
would grab in a minute. 

Charlie, the body and fender man, 
vinked at the others and asked me: “So 
Mr. Newton hired you to drive his 
laughter around in that fine Cadillac?” 

“That’s the general idea,” I told him. 
He said he liked the way I handled 
1e car when I used to deliver it.” 

Ed stuck his head out of the grease 
it. “Hey, Charlie, is Old Man New- 
mn’s daughter that fine blonde babe who 

brings the car in here sometimes?” He 
new doggone well she was. 

Charlie shook his head incredulously. 

And the lucky joker is gonna be paid 
for it!” 

“The way that chick gives Larry the 

>» every time she comes in here, he’s 
able to wind up owning that fishtail!” 
d laughed. 
“Not Larry!” Charlie declared. “He’s 
hat you call a gentleman. Why, that 
loria Newton could swoon in his arms 
nd he’d just tip his hat and grin.” 
“Gentleman?” Ed sniffed. “I gui an- 
ther name for it.” He traced a square 
rough the air in front of him. 

That got me riled. “Did it ever occur 
you wolves that I’m practically a 
arried man and that I’m in love with 
e girl?” I demanded. 


Bill, the foreman, came up. “Yeah, 
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“Panna go to Harlem .. .” she mur- 
mured sleepily. “Wanna see all those 


beautiful brown people.” 


you guys quit riding Larry. How about 
getting some work done for a change?” 

A car drove up to the gas pumps just 
then and I went out to service it. Some 
of the things the guys had said were 
true. It was a break, having Mr. New- 
ton hire me like that. He was one of 
those Wall Street brokers who lived out 
on Long Island and already had a 
chauffeur and maid and all that. 

He’d mentioned a couple of times that 
he was thinking of getting someone part- 
time to drive his daughter’s car. Fi- 
nally, he got around to asking me if I’d 
take the job. 

Gloria, his daughter, was a typical 
socialite with everything she wanted. 
She’d just finished an exclusive New 
England girls’ school and was now in 
the process of having a gay time with 
one rich playboy after another. If she 
paid any special attention to me, as the 
fellows insisted, I figured it was only 
because she was that kind of woman— 
just had to be on the receiving end of 
admiring glances from men, regardless 
of who or what they were. 

Still, I couldn’t deny that she took 
special pains to catch my attention. Like 
the last time she’d driven up in that fire- 
engine red convertible of hers. I was 
inside, installing a new set of sparkplugs 
in a car, and Ed called me to go wait 
on Miss Newton. “She says her motor 
ain’t runnin’ right,” he said loud so the 
others could hear, “‘and she don’t want 
nobody to touch it but you.” 

My face burned as I wiped my hands 
and went outside. The guys didn’t say 
anything, but they didn’t have to. I 
knew the kind of cracks they were mak- 
ing up in their minds. Gloria Newton 
was lounging back against the red lea- 
ther cushions, her long blonde hair 
rumpled from the wind. 

“What seems to be the trouble, Miss 
Newton?” I asked politely. 

“Oh, I don’t know, Larry,” she said, 
her lips in a pout. “But I know you 
can fix it,” she added with a smile. 

I raised the hood, forcing myself to 
look away from the sheer white sweater 
she was wearing like a second skin. 
There was a minor adjustment on the 
carburetor to be made and I| was fi- 
nished in a few minutes. The smile she 
gave me just before she zoomed off was 
really something to see, and it turned 
out that all the fellows had seen it. 

“That fellow Larry,” Charlie ob- 






served, “he’s (Continued on Page 51) 
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HE EASIEST WAY to climb out on a limb and saw 
off behind you is to predict the name of the next Mrs 
Joe Louis. Yet. Broadway columnists. sportscasters and 
society writers from Coast to Coast continue to perfor 
this neat little trick, announcing one day that Negro Ame , 
ica’s most eligible bachelor is altar-bound with Miss \ ai 
only to report the following day that maybe Miss Y has ] 
ha 


the inside track. 
















a iy al These particular crystal ball glimpses of the future Mrs 
uis ring Joseph Louis Bi are a preview of what she will prol 
it Lo n . osepn Louis Darrow are a preview of wnat she will pro 
aye BD VEE ss ably be like, predict everything about her except her nam 


Even the champ himself claims not to know that. 

In fact. Louis confidently expects to “be a bachelor for 
a long. long time. he told a newsman recently. But a mai 
can change his mind—especially when the right girl come 
along—and statistics show that two out of every thre: 
divorced persons eventually remarry. So the question is 


not “Will Joe marry again?” but rather, “Who will he 


ef 


marry?” 
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WHO WILL JOE LOUIS MARRY? 





since he became the nation’s No. 1 

.¥¢s bachelor, former champion Joe Louis 

ay has enjoyed the company of many 

glamorous women but still manages to 
remain single. 
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Although there are many women who would like to become the next Mrs. Louis, the 


former champion confounds the gossipmongers by continuing to play the field. 


since his divorce from the 
former Marva Trotter in 1949, the 
Broadway and Hollywood gossip colum- 
‘ists have had Joe Louis middle-aisling 
it with one beauty or another merely 
because they were seen together once or 
twice. For example, in August, 1952, 
Earl Wilson itemed: “Joe Louis Blue 
Angeled with singer Dolores Parker.” 
Two months later, Ed Sullivan wrote: 
‘Joe Louis and Harlem’s Pat Rainey 
resumed,” and two months after 
that, Dorothy Kilgallen’s syndicated col- 
umn noted: “Ruby Dallas, once Joe 
Louis’s Best Girl, has split with her hus- 
band, John H. Young, III. So uptown 
ociety expects her and Joe to be making 


Ever 


nave 


items again.” 

Veteran Walter Winchell played it safe 
and came closer to the heart of the mat- 
ter when he told his readers last June: 


Shapely dancer Dolores Harper gives final touch to makeup of 
Joe Louis in backstage dressing room at Harlem theater where 
they appeared together in an all-star variety show. 


“Ex-champ Joe Louis, now the town’s 
No. 1 Romeo. A different doll daily . . .” 
Of course, in or out of the ring, Joe 
Louis is good copy. He is still the idol of 
millions who cheered his sensational vic- 
tories, cried when he lost, and felt sad at 
the breakup of his first marriage. They 
regard the champ’s personal life as pub- 
lic property, have kept the spotlight on 
his every move for almost a decade. 

Some even hitched their personal hap- 
piness to the star of Louis’s success. Like 
the woman who told Joe recently; “Mr. 
Louis, you are responsible for my being 
happily married.” 

“How come?” Joe asked. 

“Well, you remember when you fought 
Jersey Joe Walcott in Yankee Stadium? 
I went to that fight with my fiance and 
we made a bet. If you won by a knock- 
out, he would marry me. So you did, 


and we got married and I’m very grate. 
ful to you.” 

“I’m glad,” Joe told his staunch fan, 
“but I must have sure had you worried 
when I was down on the canvas in the 
third round!” 


N THE BEGINNING, the nation’s 

sports writers played up the Brown 
Bomber as a man who talked with his 
fists, a superb athlete of panther-like 
grace in the ring but a shy guy with two 
left feet when in the parlor. And Joe 
lived up to this unsophisticated portrait 
of himself as he faltered through his 
early romances. 

His first serious romance was with tall, 
tan Dorothea Reeves, secretary to Chi- 
cago attorney George Booker. Joe had 
just won the 1934 Chicagoland Golden 
Gloves light-heavyweight title and his 
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Singer Pat Rainey of Boston, whose name has been frequently 
linked romantically with the former heavyweight champion, was 
his companion for a short period when Joe was in New York. 
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wooing was sincere, if unimaginative. 

According to one chronicler: “Joe and 
Dorothea were mere kids and he brought 
her such kid fare as ice cream and candy, 
eating up most of it himself, while giv- 
ing tight-ipped replies to her small talk. 
Nearly every week he was in town he 
could be found in Booker’s office paying 
court to Dorothea or squiring her around 
the corner to a show where he whetted 
his taste for cowboy movies . . .” 

Today, the Louis technique is a com- 
bination of suavity and self-confidence 
that packs the wallop of his one-two 
punch of old. It was vividly described 
by the Los Angeles Tribune’s Almena 
Lomax, the little lady who stirred up a 
hornet’s nest and won herself a journal- 
ism award a few years back with her 
devastating series of articles dissecting 
Negro men. After observing one of Joe’s 
visits to Paul Hickman’s “Milomo” in 
L. A., Miss Lomax wrote: 

“. . . Two things ‘da Champ’ never 
appears without, an entourage and a 
Cadillac. He rides elegantly in the back 


seat with whatever feminine companion- 


Louis is surrounded by bevy of French beauties, all candidates for 
title of “Miss Paris” during one of ex-champion’s many trips to 
Europe. Wherever he went, Joe attracted many feminine admirers. 


ship there is on hand, and there almost 
always are, various, but uniform in type 
—real swelegant dolls on the lush side, 
like his ex-wife . . . Louis enters a place 
and there’s an immediate flurry of ex- 
It looks like a Little Caesar 


scene in the movies. Only Louis is Big 


citement. 


Caesar. Egad, he’s big, at least twice 
as big as anyone else in the place, it 
seems .. . 

“Somebody always has somebody for 
Louis to meet, and he obliges. And he’s 
just as obliging about allowing the 
small groups of worshipful men to gather 
about him, backslapping, hoorahing, etc. 
But not for long. He stays put just long 
enough to single out the most impres- 
sionable-looking female in the room, and 
in no time he’s by her side, eating pret- 
zels, that celebrated dead-pan turned on 
her while she gives him the business— 
fluttering eyelashes, coiled mouth, tossed 
oer 

“But he’s a restless fella, and after a 
while he leaves—he must summon his 
attendants by a flicker of an eyelid— 


And danged if 


nothing else moves. 





Glamorous California model Dalphine Moore is one of numer- 
ous beauties whose names have been mentioned as the next 
Mrs. Louis. Her name frequently appeared in gossip columns. 





sooner or later, you don’t look up and 
the pretty girl he’d been talking to had 
left, too. Quite a coincidence.” 

Many an eyelash has been fluttered in 
Joe’s direction since he began his fabu- 
lous professional career with a big bang 
in Chicago that Fourth of July. This 
was one of the many problems his co- 
managers faced as they nursed along 
their promising heavyweight title pros- 
pect. 

Like all boxing managers, John Rox- 
borough and Julian Black must have 
lain awake nights thinking of ways to 
avoid the pitfalls in the path of any up- 
and-coming young fighters. They took 
elaborate steps to protect their “invest- 
ment,” surrounding him with a protec- 
tive wall of bodyguards, managers, train- 
ers, policemen and social secretaries. 

If the Roxborough-Black 


around Joe Louis was not exactly 100 


cordon 


per cent female-proof, it did work effec- 
tively to avoid potential trouble on a 
racial level. Louis’s handlers’ greatest 
fear, undoubt- (Continued on Page 78) 
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“When I get home and tell my hus- 
band you've been following me, he’s 
going to beat you right back into 
town.” 
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With her soldier sweetheart returning from Korea, Sue 


despaired of how to explain to him the baby that was not his, 


but the scribbled note she received changed everything. 


HEN YOU GET yourself disgraced 

in a small town, you’ve really got 
something to face. Right now, in this 
not too cosmopolitan community of 
Three Rivers, Michigan, the main topic 
of conversation is “that Hartman girl” 
—that’s me. And the conversation is 
anything but complimentary. 

Mom keeps telling me not to worry, 
that the talk will blow over and that 
people will forget what Ronald and | 
did. She means well but her advice is 
easier given than followed. 

Reclining here in a lounge chair at 
the local home for unwed mothers, I re- 
view, for the umpteenth time, the ironic 
set of which brought 
Terry back home from a prison camp in 
Korea several months before my baby 
was to be born—my baby and Ronald’s. 
Nowadays, people aren’t as hard on un- 
wed mothers as they used to be. But 
when you become an unwed mother, at 
the same time betraying to your whole 
community that you’ve been cheating on 


circumstances 


the man you were supposed to marry— 
and when that man happens to be wear- 
ing the flag about his shoulders and a 
halo of martyred heroism about his 
head, you’re definitely in line for impor- 
tance in the society of untouchables. 

All this wouldn’t have happened if I 
had only had faith in God and the future 
and if I hadn’t gone hook, line and 
sinker for a fast line, a good time and 
the desire to have my cake and eat it 
too. 

All the newspapers have carried the 
story of how Terry has come home, 
emaciated, half-starved and sick. They 
played up the fact that, pitiful as he 
looked, there was a great happiness 
shining on his thin face because he was 
coming home to his family and—he 
thought—to me. Mom has just left me. 

During her visit she told me, much 
against her will, and only after I had 
begged and begged, what his reaction 
was when he found out—when his plane 
landed and the whole town turned out to 
do him honor—everyone in the town but 


me. 


Mom said he stood right in the midst 
of the whole crowd murmuring: 
“Where’s Sue? Where’s my girl?” 

Everyone there knew how he had told 
reporters overseas that he was so happy 
to be free so that now we could get 
married. Everyone in town knew what 
a shock he was going to have to stand. 

One of his friends whispered some- 
thing in his ear and Terry’s hands fell 
hopelessly at his side. A shadow went 
across his face. He turned to his mother 
and father and said: “Let’s go home, 
folks.” 

Inside of me the miracle of birth is 
taking place. The physical pain is noth- 
ing compared to the shame, the panic 
which is racking my body and mind, 
torturing me with the thought of the un- 
speakable thing I have done to a sweet 
boy who believed in me, who waited and 
hoped and dreamed all those horrible 
months— in vain. 

Terry will never know how much 
punishment I am undergoing for my sin. 
He’ll never know how vividly now re- 
turn the memories of our sweetheart 
days, the days when we were planning 
for our future... 


ERRY was the kid next door, the 

boy who came over to help Dad clean 
the barn, to run errands for Mom—just 
so he could get a glimpse of me and say, 
with combined bashfulness and bravery: 
“Hiya, Sue!” 

Terry was the captain of the state 
champ basketball team, the star of the 
team, looked upon with admiration by 
every girl, colored and white, in Three 
Rivers. He was admired for his straight, 
hard body, the slow warmth of his 
smile, for his handsome face, his unruly, 
brown, curly hair. 

I was the happiest girl in town. It 
sometimes seemed a miracle to me that 
Terry’s childish devotion to me lasted, 
making him, as he grew older, all the 
more completely mine, blind to the flock 
of girls who sought his attention. 

In high school Terry gave me the lit- 
tle gold basketball trophy he won in the 
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state finals. When he got a job working 
in Old Man Krutch’s filling station, he 
began giving his mother ten dollars a 
week and he gave me five every pay day 
to deposit in the Three Rivers bank. 

Terry laughed softly when he handed 
over the money. 

“Don’t go buying yourself new clothes 
with this money, Sue,” he kidded. “Put 
it in the treasury. It’s for you and me. 
For when we get married—and for our 
son.” 

Terry always knew we were going to 
have a son. 

Mom was thrilled about the way 
things were going with us. Mom loved 
Terry very much and she respected him. 
| think Mom always suspected the exist- 
ence of the wild streak in me and she 


“I love you, Sue, I love you and want you 
and if I can’t have you, this is it. I’m go- 
ing to vanish out of your life tonight.” 


probably knew what kind of fellow Terry 
was. 

Terry was the rare, old-fashioned type. 
He was one hundred per cent man but 
he had a code about making love to the 
girl you were going to marry. That 
code said you went so far and no further. 
Left to me, I guess Terry and I would 
have been married long ago—because 
we would have been forced to marry, 
would have gotten into the same kind 
of trouble I’m in now. 












. 


Ever since I was old enough to hep 
awakened inside by yearnings and urge 
of the flesh, I had wanted Terry; wante 
to do more than just be in his arm 


wanted more than his eager, searchingh 
iis 


kisses. I had wanted to go all the way hy 
to give myself wildly, with abandon} 
But Terry had always held me back. ALey 
ways, with that grave, youthful wisdonh 
of his, he had kept us from going ovefy 
the brink. (Continued on Page 55) 








For Fall 


/ EPTEMBER is the month that means 
? the end of summer and the return to 
hool and work after a gay and relax- 
hg vacation season. Sun tans are be- 
inning to wear off and mothers are 
usier than usual shopping for durable 
hool clothes for the youngsters. 
Smart homemakers also turn to house 
eaning and to new ways of decorating 
nd re-arranging things for the winter 
nonths. New wallpapers and paints can 
ork wonders. 

While the September sun is still high 
nd the breezes are warm, the markets 
fare full of fresh, home-grown fruits and 
pgetables. Melons and grapes are at 
their best and many tasty vegetables are 

Ready for freezing and canning, to be 
it aside for winter. Wise mothers will 
also begin feeding their families solid, 
Mergy-building foods. 
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HE GREATEST virtue of modem 

homes today is that they can be built 
compactly and still have plenty of room 
for genteel living. This ideal, along with 
their personal ideas, the Albert Mad. 
doxes sought in their spacious Calj- 
fornia home. 

Architect Ralph Vaughn included 
such features as an inter-com system, a 
small elevator to the second floor, built. 
in radio and television areas, bars, and 
cool other modern features. Lush sage green 





ert Maddox in California, designed by _ carpeting extends from the living room 

Ralph Vaughn, is a two-story dwelling in grey, trimmed in white with brown shingles. 4, the dining room. 

‘ink wrought iron and pink flagstones lend artistic touch: House is livable throughout. First thing to catch the eye in the liv 
ing room is the marble hearth fireplace 
in verd green. The mantel, a darker 
green shade, harmonizes with pale green 
walls and ceiling. To the left of the liv- 

ing room is the library-den. 
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creation room has flagstone fireplace 
h hammered copper vented hood. Color 
eme is turquoise blue, red and white. 
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Recreation room bar is built in. Pecan wood paneled Dutch doors 
lead to patio and garden. To left of bar is music alcove. Sectional 
couches are upholstered in oyster white. 


Snack counter with high comfortable, coral snack chairs for quick 
meals divides kitchen from the dining area which features glass- 
topped, wrought iron table with matching chairs. 


«a eas ae Bote ; 
Dining room has Duncan Phyfe mahogany table and chairs 
with gold and black trim. Carpet is sage green velvet, wall- 
paper, yellow with grey border. Lights are crystal and silver. 
39 





nity outfit in red linen has large pearl button closing and buttons 
eves. White knit trimming is on pockets and jaunty collar. Skirt 
may be worn with other jackets in white or grey. Price $39.95. 
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Brown and white checked gingham top with deep 
yoke has pleated front, slanting pockets. White collar 
adds chic touch. Skirt is brown broadcloth. Price $25. 


Smart Styles 
In Stork Wear 


i bee TREND in maternity fashions has changed 

considerably in the past few years. No longer 
is it necessary to wear “Mother Hubbard” styles 
that are large and unshapely. Instead, there are 
neat, well-fitted, flattering styles made to match the 
smartness of a regular wardrobe. 

Today, the mother-to-be can get a smart, well- 
fitted costume, suitable for shopping or for cocktails 
and the theatre. Pregnant women no longer need 
shy away from social affairs and feel ill at ease, for 
there are clothes that are so concealing and have so 
much flare that they will cause approving nods. 

Gay cotton prints in bright colors, featuring sim- 
ple, uncluttered lines, sparkle with decorative bows 
and buttons and give full play to facial beauty. They 
are crease-resistant,, wrinkle-proof, cool air-light and 
easy to launder. 

Most of the creations are in two pieces and al- 
though the smock idea is prevalent, emphasis is 
placed on necklines, armholes, pleats and yokes to 
offset bulkiness and call attention to the design it- 
self. Today, many expectant mothers work right up 
to the last few weeks, yet their costumes are so chic 
that at times it takes a second glance to tell the story. 





All-occasion outfit of antique silk shantung, has yoked “Page Boy” outfit for hot weather consists of three-piece playsuit with 
jacket embroidered in metal braid, slit pockets. Rhine- sleeveless top made of mattress ticking. Matching skirt and shorts are 
stone buttons down front complete outfit. Price $69.95. of navy blue. Outfit can still be used after baby is born. Price $25. 


a: 
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Cocktail time is the time for this ensemble, featuring a white pique top with rhinestone edging on the neckline, worn with a 
gay, yellow chiffon scarf. Tinv rhinestone buttons down the front and large patch pockets add extra smartness. Top is worn with 
a navy blue faille skirt. Price $39.95. 
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COOKING 








Noodle Lamb Curry 


Add 8 ozs. egg noodles to 3 qts. boiling, 
alted water. Cook until tender. Saute % cup 
iced onion, 1 cup diced green pepper in 3 
ps. butter. Blend in 1 tbsp. flour. Add 2 
ups bouillon, 1 tsp. curry powder, and 1% 
»s cooked cubed lamb and simmer 10 min. 
at 2 egg yolks and stir in % cup evaporated 
ilk. Add to lamb mixture, heat slightly, add 
noodles. Serve in casserole. 


\ 


Macaren’thidnes Gumbo 


Cook a 4-5 pound cut-up chicken with 1 qt. water, 1 tbsp. salt 
til tender. Drain and remove meat. In large kettle, combine 1 
2 can tomatoes, 4% cup whole corn, 1 cup sliced okra, %4 cup 
ed onion, 14% qts. water, 4% tsp. paprika, % tsp. red pepper, 2 
salt, 1 tsp. Worcestershire sauce. Simmer 1 hour, add chicken 
| stock. Bring to boil, add 8 ozs. macaroni, cook until tender. 





Macaroni For 
Economy 


[= OF THE most delectable dishes in any homemaker’s 
collection of recipes is a macaroni or spaghetti creation, 
generously spread with a rich tomato sauce or bits of meat 
and vegetables. Macaroni has become so popular in many 
homes that it is served in some form at least once a week. 
As an economy stretcher, macaroni is unequalled because 
it is so inexpensive. It will keep for long periods on the pantry 
shelf if placed in a cool, dry spot. Its various shapes and sizes 
intrigue youngsters who enjoy eating the macaroni “alpha- 
bet” in soups or casseroles. Busy homemakers like it because 
it requires little beforehand preparation. 

One of the best things about macaroni and spaghetti is that 
they can be combined with any leftover meat or vegetable and 
transformed into a steaming tasty casserole, sprinkled with 
melted cheese or laden with rich, buttered bread crumbs. They 
are especially good when mixed with beef, pork, chicken livers, 
or sausages or with such vegetables as peas, green beans or 
asparagus. 
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Deviled Spaghetti and Tuna Casserole 








Cook 8 ozs. spaghetti in 3 qts. boiling, salted water. Drain. In large bowl, combine 1 10%-oz. 
can condensed cream of asparagus soup, 1 cup milk, 1 6%4-0z. can chunk style tuna, % cup 
chopped cooked spinach, 2 tbsps. lemon juice, % tsp. Worcestershire sauce, %4 tsp. pepper, 
and 2 thsps. grated onion. Mix with cooked spaghetti. Turn into greased individual baking 

dishes. Bake for 25 minutes. 








Macaroni Ring with Chicken Livers 


Cook 8 ozs. macaroni in 3 qts. boiling, salted water. Drain. Place in saucepan, add 2 
beaten eggs, 1 cup grated cheddar cheese, % tsp. salt and freshly ground pepper. Cook until 
cheese melts. Line l-qt. ring mold with mixture of 1 tbsp. shortening and % tsp. flour. Fill 
with macaroni mixture, set in pan filled with l-inch hot water. Bake 40 minutes. Invert on 
plate and fill with chicken livers sauted in bacon fat, onions, green pepper, and mushrooms. 








are America’s FAVORITE 
Hot Breads! 





All over America homemakers agree! 


We know because we asked 5,000 of 
them—a cross section of the country. 
Close to 50 per cent of the replies 
named one hot bread—old-fashioned 
baking powder biscuits, tender and 
crusty—as their family’s favorite. 
“They're so versatile,’ the homemak- 
ers explain. ‘““The family likes them 
instead of bread—with jelly or jam, 
with gravy, for meat shortcake. So 
easy to make, too! 


Old-Fashioned Bireuitt- 
Yield: About 16 biscuits 
2 cups sifted all- Y, cup shortening 
purpose flour 
24 teaspoons 
Clabber Girl 
baking powder 
Y, teaspoon salt 


3% cup milk 
1 tablespoon soft 


butter or 
margarine 


Sift flour, baking powder and salt to- 
gether in mixing bowl. Cut in shortening 
with pastry blender or fork until mixture 
resembles coarse corn meal. Add milk 
and blend lightly with a fork only until 
flour is moistened and dough pulls away 
from sides of bowl. Turn out on lightly 
floured board. Knead lightly (30 seconds). 
Roll 3% inch thick. Cut with floured 
biscuit cutter. Place close together on 
lightly greased baking pan. Brush tops 
of biscuits with butter or margarine. Bake 
at 475° F. (very hot oven) 12-15 minutes. 


FOR 


manger 
FAVORITE 
RECIPE... 


...use America’s favorite 
baking powder, Clabber 
Girl, the baking powder 
with the balanced 
double action. 


Wh AS 


CLABBER GIRL 











When the child is five or six, it is wise to tell him 


sot 





that chronic thumb sucking is bad for the teeth, does not look well. 


| The Chronic Thumb Sucker 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics, Northwestern University 


ITTLE JIMMY, age 4, owned a right 
thumb that was ridged with teeth 
rks, wet with saliva, and a bit sore 
m the constant sucking he had been 
ng it during most of his waking 
irs, and many of his nodding mo- 
nts. Mother, meanwhile, was almost 
dy to rip her hair out, wondering 
vy she could stop the habit. 


“Sometimes,” she said mock-serious- 
ly to Jimmy’s daddy, “I feel like sticking 
one of your cigars into his mouth. Any- 
thing to stop him from sucking that 
thumb! Just look at it; it’s scarred al- 
ready, and I’m afraid he'll warp his lit- 
tle teeth pulling on it.” 

Mother had tried the “standard” reme- 
dies—a piece of cloth tied around the 


thumb, mustard on the fingernails, 
gloves at night—still little Jimmy, a hap- 
py, healthy, mischievous child, was one 
of the nation’s most diligent thumb- 
suckers. 

Daddy had an idea. “You know 
something?” he said to mother. “I 
think you’re the one responsible for his 
thumbsucking.” 
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“You think I’m the one responsible?” 
mother cried incredulously, as if daddy 
had said she was raising little Jimmy 
to be a bank-robber. 

“Yes, I do,” daddy said quietly. “Why 
don’t you try ignoring him and quit 
fussing about it? Stop battling him. 
Jimmy’s a smart little cookie, mischiev- 
ous, and a bit devilish. I get the idea 
that he sucks his thumb, at least some- 
times, just because he knows you'll raise 
the roof. I think he enjoys getting your 
goat. Fact is, I'll bet you a buck he'll 
quit in a week, if you let him alone.” 

Mother took the bet—and lost! It 
turned out that little Jimmy wasn’t a 
chronic thumbsucker. He was, like 
daddy said, enjoying his little battle of 
wits with mother. The harder she tried 
to stop him, the more he resolved to 
keep on sucking that right thumb. 

Jimmy, you might say, was something 
of a ham. 

Little Jimmy’s case, of course, is not 
typical of all children who suck their 
thumbs. (Incidentally, all children do 
suck their thumbs—some more, some 
less, but they all suck.) 

There are reasons behind thumbsuck- 
ing, just as there is a reason behind 
everything a human being does. Thumb- 
sucking meets a real need during the 
child’s infancy. For the very small 
child, it is tied in with feeding or sleep- 
ing. When he is hungry, into his mouth 
goes the thumb! After he has dined suf- 
ficiently, he’ll suck the thumb, either to 
put himself to sleep or “just for fun.” 
The thumb, in the latter case, carre- 
sponds to daddy’s after-dinner smoke. 

The extent of thumbsucking varies 
with the personality of the child. A shy 
child, for example, will suck his thumb 
more than an aggressive child. The lat- 
ter discards this unimaginative habit 
sooner for a toy. Many times we have 
seen a shy child sucking his thumb 
while watching other children at play. 
If the other children tease him, the need 
for the thumb will grow instead of dimin- 
ish, as the thumb then becomes a kind 
of emotional stabilizer. 

Generally speaking, children will not 
suck the thumb to defy their mothers. 
Often, after they realize what they are 
doing, they will ask mother to help find 
acure. Yet in moments of stress, they 
will return to thumbsucking in spite of 
their desire to quit. Little Jimmy, as 
indicated, was an unusual case. 

Thumbsucking, in “moderation,” has 


no detrimental effects on the teeth. 

“There is no danger to his (the 
child’s) teeth,” says Dr. Maury Massler 
of the University of Illinois College of 
Dentists, “if he does it occasionally. But 
if he does it compulsively for hours on 
end, it does push the teeth out. Of course, 
if the child gives up his thumbsucking 
and switches to nailbiting, the teeth won’t 
be harmed any.” 

Such substitution — nailbiting for 
thumbsucking—does not help the child. 
If either habit becomes chronic, it may 
indicate a psychological problem in the 
child. Such problems are also indicated 
when the child suddenly develops an 
unusual interest in candy, chewing gum 
or lollipops, for they may be substitutes 
for the thumb. As psychologists explain 
it, the child is still seeking “oral satis- 
faction” —-satisfaction through the mouth 
for a more deeply-rooted emotional dis- 
satisfaction. 

Where thumbsucking is, or is made, a 
psychological factor, this emotional dis- 
satisfaction can lead to the seeking of 
love through food in “emotionally over- 
weight” teen-agers; and, in adult life, 
the oral personality may continue to 
overeat, become an alcoholic or chain- 
smoker. The preventive is to build up 
the child’s inner resources, give him con- 
fidence in himself, satisfy his emotional 
needs. 

Thumbsucking is an ancient habit, and 
literally hundreds of methods have been 
used in an attempt to cure it. The best 
way is to see the child as a whole and 
understand each action as a part of the 
entire picture rather than isolate it as a 
separate entity. 

The parent should not make an issue 
of thumbsucking, should not enter into 
a battle of wits over it. If hints fail to 
bring desired results, it should be ignored 
for a time. When the child is five or six, 
it is wise to tell him that chronic or 
habitual thumbsucking is not good for 
the teeth and does not look well. If that 
fails, forget it, trust Nature, for it is 
easier to straighten a few crooked teeth 
than it is to correct a misshaped per- 
sonality. 

Give the child a good life, with play- 
mates, toys, fun, appreciation and love. 
By all means, give love—for the more 
of it you give, the sooner will the child 
develop to the point where he no longer 
needs to “lean” on the thumb for emo- 


tional support. 
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Growing baby can now 
have a “growing” playpen! 
It comes in sections that 
are easy to put together 
or take apart. Nice, adapt- 
able idea for different lo- 
cations, or for expansion 
when your baby needs 
more room. 








Growing baby needs plenty of Vitamin C, 
beginning shortly after birth. Guaranteed 
Vitamin C value is one thing you can count 
on from Gerber’s new Strained Orange 
Juice. Made from tree-ripened oranges .. . 
specially pasteurized. Extra-finely strained 
for nursing-bottle feeding. Gerber’s Orange 
Juice has an appealing natural color, mild 
fresh-fruit flavor. 


Baby convertibles that save the nuisance 
(and money) of frequent changes for fast- 
growing little ones: A combination baby 
carriage and stroller. A high chair that 
changes into a junior chair and table. A car 
crib that converts to a car seat for toddlers. 


Early and late! For tiny babies and sturdy 
tots—Gerber’s Strained Egg Yolks. Creamy- 
smooth and custard-like in consistency! 
Delicious fresh-egg flavor! Rich in iron, 
vitamin A, protein .. . laboratory tested for 
purity. You can serve it just “as is”... add 
it to milk or formula... or mix it with solid 
foods. Easy to measure accurately—2 table- 
spoons of Gerber’s Egg Yolks equal 1 regu- 
lar yolk. 


Well-begun, half-done . . . an old truth that 
applies to modern baby feeding. Doctors 
add new foods at a fast pace, partly for good 
nutrition— but also because they know that 
getting used to plentiful variety at an early 
age makes for good future eating habits 
throughout al/ the baby years. 





Twins on the way? Lucky parents of twins 
or triplets born on “Blessed Events Day,” 
September 23, can receive— absolutely free 
—the Westinghouse “Laundry Twins” 
(Laundromat automatic washer and clothes 
dryer) ... plus 768 Gerber’s Baby Foods! 
Details in the Westinghouse advertisement 
in September 12th issue of Saturday 
Evening Post, as well as local newspapers. 
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(Continued from Page 21) 
out of the apartment. What was there to 
say now, if he should come back? How 
could I make him understand? 

Maybe things might have been different 
if I had let Sadie know right from that 
first meeting at the De Lisa that where 
Warren was concerned I was not going to 
let anything or anyone come between us. 
But I guess I was just too blinded by what 
| thought was friendship not to see through 
her evil ways. I knew that I was no match 
for her beauty; I had known that ever 
since we began rooming together in our 
kitchenette apartment on South Parkway. 

She was cream colored, like a softly- 
ripened peach, and with her keen features 
set against her silken black hair, she was 
the kind of woman men turned to look at. 
I was different. I could be called attrac- 
tive, but men seldom turned for a second 
glance at me. My complexion was warm 
brown, but it only showed up best under- 
neath my clothes where men never saw, and 
my hair was the “straightenin’ kind” that 
only looked good a few days after a visit 
to the beauty parlor. 

But that afternoon at the De Lisa I knew 
that Warren and I were meant for each 
other right from the start. He was as dif- 
ferent from Ralph as I was from Sadie. 
He was no “good looker” like Ralph, but 
he had that quiet kind of sex appeal that 
somehow seems to kindle a brush fire in a 
woman’s heart without her realizing it. He 
had an honest, sincere face with deep-set, 
expressive eyes that seemed to possess you 
in one soul-sweeping glance, yet left you 
tingling with the delightful sensation of a 
gentle caress. 

To me he was Nat Cole purring senti- 
mental songs; a Joe Louis knocking out 
somebody in the first round; and a “Sugar 
Ray” Robinson playing hard to get—all of 
them wrapped up in one package of 100 
per cent man. 

Ralph, on the other hand was strictly a 
“glamor boy.” I figured he and Sadie 
would hit it off together. He would be just 
her type. He was tall, light-complexioned 

like Sadie, and had that reckless, care- 
free look in his eyes that a lot of men get 
when they are sure of themselves about 
women. He and Warren had sent a drink 
to us at the bar, then introduced them- 
selves and invited us to join them at their 
table inside. 

We had a good time that Sunday. We 
danced and made conversation and teased 
each other about being single and living 
in “bachelor” apartments, little realizing 
that some day the four of us would become 
bitter enemies. At the time, I thought that 
ours would develop into the perfect friend- 
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ship, that Warren and Ralph would be our 
steady dates whenever they were in town, 
and later on, perhaps, in the winter when 
there was nothing else to do, we would 
stay at home at our place and listen to 
records or maybe fix chili or fry fish on a 
Saturday night. 

And, as I had figured, things did event- 
ually turn out that way. But I never 
dreamed that our close, wonderful friend- 
ship would end up in bitterness and hatred 
and jealous suspicions. 


I GUESS IT ALL started that night about 
six months after we first met at the 
Club De Lisa. Sadie and I had decided to 
stay in for the evening when Warren called 
to say that he had something important to 
talk to me about and that he wanted to see 
me alone. I told him that it would be all 
right if he dropped over, and that since 
Sadie and I had decided to stay in, why 
didn’t he bring Ralph along? He could 
keep Sadie’s company while we talked, I 
suggested. 

I didn’t realize then that what Warren 
wanted to talk about was marriage. He 
had said: “Helen, you’ve heard me joke a 
lot about guys on the road not trusting 
their wives and all that, but I’ve been 
thinking a lot lately, and—well, what I’m 
trying to say is that I’m not getting any 
younger and a man sort of needs a woman 
to help him make his future.” 

He paused for a minute, and resting his 
elbow on the arm of the sofa, let his hand 
wander to his forehead in a slightly nerv- 
ous gesture of thoughtful study. I sat si- 
lently by, vacantly watching the smoke 
curl up from his half-smoked cigarette in 
the ash tray. From the kitchen I could 
hear Sadie’s and Ralph’s voices just barely 
above the thumping, real bluesy number 
some disc jockey was playing on the radio. 

My heart quickened slightly in anticipa- 
tion of his next words, and in a moment I 
could feel Warren’s hand, strong and sure, 
yet moist with his own nervousness, clos- 
ing over mine in a gentle clasp. 

“Tell me, Helen,” he said quietly, “that 
you'll be my wife. Tell me that you feel 
as I do, that deep down in your heart you 
want me for a husband, that you’re willing 
to share the love and life I have to offer.” 

“Oh, Warren,” I murmured softly, turn- 
ing to him in half surrender and letting my 
lips brush gently against the lobe of his 
ear. “Oh, my darling,” I whispered 
breathlessly, “I’ve wanted you to say this 
for so long. Believe me, I am yours and 
I want to be yours—for always.” Then 
suddenly I felt myself being lifted in his 
arms, his hands groping about my waist 
and pulling me to him with surging eager- 
ness. 

I could feel the rise and fall of his great, 
powerful chest pressing hard against me, 
and instinctively I closed my eyes as his 
lips found mine and came down hard in 
one explosion of emotion that drained me of 
all strength. 

How long we clung to each other, seal- 
ing the promise to become man and wife, 


must have been only a few moments, but 
to me it seemed like an eternity of rapture. 
I came back to reality only when I heard 
Sadie’s footsteps just outside the room, 
then her voice close by. “Here, here, you 
two,” she teased, “if you’re going to be- 
have like married folks, why don’t you go 
ahead and get the license and make it 
legal-like?” 

“We plan to,” I said sheepishly, 
smoothing my clothes and going through 
the motions of tidying my hair. 

“You mean you're going to—.” Sadie’s 
voice stopped short, then broke out in 
raucous laughter. “Well, I'll be darned!” 
she said finally. “You old love birds! Hey, 
Ralph! Guess what’s been going on be- 
hind our backs? These two are going to 
get married.” 

Ralph came rushing from the kitchen, 
and striding quickly up to us, grabbed 
Warren’s hand and began pumping it. “Let 
me be the first to congratulate you,” he 
gushed. “So you finally decided to do the 
thing! Good for you, ’ole boy. I knew 
you weren’t a bachelor at heart.” 

That night we had one of the gayest 
parties we’d ever had. Warren went out 
and got a bottle of champagne to help cele- 
brate, and with the whiskey and gin we 
already had, it wasn’t long before we were 
all “high” and really having a good time, 
dancing with our shoes off, pulling out all 
the stops and letting our hair down. But 
when it was all over and Warren and Ralph 
had gone, I realized for the first time that 
Sadie wasn’t as happy over my marrying 
Warren as she had pretended. 

“You're really a lucky girl, Hazel,” she 
said aloud soon after we had bathed and 
climbed into our twin beds. “But I can’t 
help feeling that you’re letting yourself 
in for more hurt than you deserve.” 

“What do you mean?” I asked sharply. 

“T don’t know,” she said slowly, “but 
you know how it is with railroad men. 
They’re not like a guy with a job in the 
steel mills out in East Chicago or one of 
these ‘cats’ working in the stockyards. 
They’re different. They don’t come home 
every night from work like most guys, and 
they figure in front that if they get married, 
sooner or later, the ‘ol lady’ is going to start 
playing around with a ‘shorty’ on the side 
the minute their train leaves town. So what 
do they do? They get another ‘chick’ on 
the other end of the run, just so they'll 
have insurance when they find out about 
‘wifie and shorty.’ ” 

“But, Sadie,” I protested, “that doesn’t 
always have to be true. I don’t think you're 
being fair to me or Warren. He’s not the 
playboy type. I know. And after all, 
we're not going into this blindfolded. We’ve 
known each other for six months, and I’ve 
never heard Warren even speak of another 
woman.” 

“Okay, so he hasn’t. But have you ever 
asked him about any other girl friend? 
How do you know he hasn’t been ‘shacking 
up’ with some Birmingham babe who fixes 
waffles and fried chicken for him on Sun- 
day mornings when he’s in town?” 
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“Sadie, please!” I broke in. “Why 
should you want to talk like this about 
Warren now? We're going to be married, 
remember? If you thought things like 
this, why didn’t you say them before now?” 

“Forget it, kid,” she shot back half- 
apologetically, then tossed noisily in her 
bed as if she was settling finally for sleep. 

I didn’t say another word. But in the 
back of my mind as sleep slowly began to 
come, I started to wondering and doubting 
and conjuring up mental images of Warren 
in Birmingham with some slinky siren 
meeting him at the railroad station and 
walking off with him, arm in arm, to some 
cheap joint or cat flat. 

From that night on, I guess, I was a per- 
fect “victim” for Sadie’s sly innuendos and 
hinted-at suspicions about Warren. Our 
wedding, of course, went off as planned, 
with Sadie as bridesmaid and Ralph as 
best man. It would have been unthinkable 
to have it any other way. But it wasn’t 
long afterwards that Sadie began to put 
into action her sneaking, underhanded 
schemes. 

To be truthful, it seemed that she started 
soon after our wedding. I remember that 
Ralph turned to me as soon as the cere- 
mony was over and said: “Well, I guess I 
get the first privilege of kissing the bride.” 
I laughed and turned my cheek to him in a 
quick, teasing gesture. But Ralph ignored 
it, and taking my face in his hands, planted 
a long, hungry kiss full on my mouth. 
Sadie looked quickly at Warren, then with 
a shrug of nonchalance, said: “I guess it 
wouldn’t hurt any if two played at this 
game. How about it, Warren? I’m no 
slouch either when it comes to kissing, and 
what’s sauce for the goose is sauce for the 
gander.” 

The grin on Warren’s face widened a 
little, and Sadie, pretending to be jealous, 
threw both arms around his neck and let 
her lips meet his in a noisy demonstration 
of delight. The thought ran through my 
mind that she could be a real hussy if she 
wanted to, but I dismissed it all with the 
simple rationalization that it was all in fun 
and no harm was done. 

For weeks after that I was happier than 
I’d ever been in all my life. I moved into 
Warren’s apartment and tried to make all 
our moments together just one everlast- 
ing honeymoon. When he was out on the 
toad, I missed him terribly and except for 
going to a movie once in a while, I spent 
all my time at home, trying to brighten up 
the apartment so it would look new and 
different to Warren as our home rather than 
the old bachelor apartment it had been. 
Even Ralph and Sadie sort of left us to 
ourselves for a while, figuring, I guess, 
that we needed to be alone together to get 
adjusted to each other. 

I used to count the days before Warren 
would come in from his run. Sometimes I 
would go down to the railroad yards to 
meet him when he came in and once in a 
while I would go down to see him off. 

“Oh, Warren,” I cried as I ran into his 
arms one afternoon when he came in, “I’ve 
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missed you so, darling. I hope the time 
will soon come when we'll never have to be 
a part.” 

His strong arms swept me up and it 
was sheer ecstasy as he kissed me and mur- 
mured: “Just string along with me, sweet- 
heart, and before long, our dreams will all 
ome true.” 


| UT SOON THE dream world I thought 

would always be mine began to dis- 
olve into reality—slowly at first, then 
quickly, like butter dropped into a heat- 
ng skillet. It would have been better, I 
guess, if Ralph and Sadie had gone on 
leaving us to ourselves. That way we might 
have always remained friends. But when 
Sadie began to come by more and more 
ften when Warren was away, I found my- 
self gradually being influenced more and 
more by her suggestions. 

It was either a movie date, some club 
party at the De Lisa, or maybe a get-to- 
gether for drinks at our old place, but al- 
ways, it was something where Warren was 
left out, and which I thought was innocent 
fun to help me keep from being lonely 
until that night Warren came home unex- 
pectedly and found me not there. I had 





gone to a dance at the Parkway Ballroom 
with Sadie and Ralph, and it was nearly 
three o’clock before I got home. Warren 
was in the living room, a drink in his hand, 
and a half-emptied bottle of whiskey on 
the table before him. 

“Hi!” I said in nervous surprise, rushing 
over to kiss him. 

He looked up, unsmiling. His eyes held 
me in a steady gaze for an instant, then 
traveled over me in a quick survey of what 
I had on. I started to him to kiss him as 
I always had when he came in, but he drew 
away, sullen, and disapproving. 

“Is that any kind of way to greet a 
wife?” I teased, snuggling up to him, and 
hoping I could change his mood. 

“Where you been?” he shot back thick- 
ly, still withdrawing from me. 

“T’ve been to a dance,” I answered im- 
patiently. “I went with Sadie and Ralph. 
To the Parkway Ballroom. I don’t see 
where there’s anything wrong in that. 
After all, I had no way of knowing you 
were coming in tonight.” 

“No, you didn’t know, did you?” he cut 
in. “And who were you with? One of 
these Pershing Hotel playboys, I guess. 
That would make it real cozy, wouldn’t it? 
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Sadie with Ralph and you with one of 
these hustlers doin’ the town just as soon’s 
my back is turned!” 

“Warren!” I snapped angrily. “You’ve 
no right to say things like that when you 
know they aren’t true. I told you I went 
with Sadie and Ralph and that’s all there 
was—just the three of us. I would have 
been here if I had known you were coming 
in, but you weren’t due until tomorrow—” 

“Yeah, you got it all figured out, haven’t 
you? Got me right down on schedule. I 
go out and you start hittin’ the town. Don’t 
think I don’t know what’s been going on. 
You'd be surprised. I been knowing what’s 
going on ever since Ralph got on that new 
run. Fellows on the road talk a lot, and 
they don’t mind telling a guy when they 
see his ol’ lady out cuttin’ capers. 

“Besides, Sadie’s no angel. And knowing 
what she does, I figure you’re in the same 
boat. She’s a tramp—and a cheap one at 
that—and I don’t figure you’re any bet- 
ter if you hang out with her.” 

His words burned in my ears, and anger 
slowly began to take the place of all the 
apology I had in me. “You're a drunk 
liar!” I spat back at him. “You think 
everybody’s a cheat because you’re one 
yourself. Don’t think for a minute I don’t 
know about these chicks you meet on the 
other end of your run. You're right, rail- 
road men do talk a lot. And believe me, 
brother, Ralph’s told Sadie plenty!” 

The words struck Warren unexpectedly 
and sobered him somewhat. He turned to 
me with doubt and questioning in his eyes. 
“Ralph told Sadie what?” he demanded 
sternly, 

“Now just wouldn’t you like to know?” 
I shot back triumphantly, and turning, 
strode out of the room. 

For a long time that night I lay awake 
wondering what had happened between us 
in the short while we had been married. 
I felt guilty that somehow I had failed 
Warren, yet I knew that I had done noth- 
ing to cause him to accuse me so bitterly. 
It was like knowing that something was 
destroying our happiness, but without 
knowing the cause, being unable to supply 
the remedy. 

I tossed fitfully. I wanted to reach out 
to him where he lay sleeping and have 
him take me in his arms and assure me 
that our quarrel of a few hours before had 
only been an ugly dream, but I was too 
proud to yield, too stubborn to beg for the 
thing I wanted most—his love. 

The next few days passed silently and 
empty between us. I had expected Warren 
to call Ralph and ask him what he had 
told Sadie as I had accused, but there was 
no call. Neither did he mention it again. 
Then, on the fourth day, I awoke to find 
Warren packing his bag to go out again. | 
watched silently, hoping that before he left 
he would want me enough to at least hold 
me close and kiss me. But he packed, ate 
breakfast, and left without a word. 

That afternoon I was still in my negligee, 
tidying up the house, when I heard a knock 
on the door and answered it to find Sadie 
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and Ralph. 

“Oh, hi,” I said limply. “Come on in.’ 

Sadie rushed past me carrying a paper 
bag in which appeared to be a bottle and 
headed for the kitchen. “I should think 
you would have called after the other 
night,” she called back over her shoulder, 
“but I guess we can take a hint. We know 
when we’re not wanted.” She giggled and 
kept walking to the kitchen. Ralph fol- 
lowed me into the living room, and asked 
casually, “Where’s Warren?” 

“He went out again,” I muttered un- 
concernedly, stooping to pick up the morn- 
ing papers where Warren had left them. 

“That’s funny,” Ralph said thoughtfully, 
“I thought this was one of his days in. 
What happened? He get a new run?” 

“Yeah, I guess so,” I answered disin- 
terestedly. “He was in the other night when 
I came home from the dance. Went out 
again this morning.” 

“This morning?” Ralph echoed. “But 
there’s no—” His voice stopped short. “I 
mean—well, what I had started to say is, 
there’s no regular run for him going out 
this morning. I guess he took a ‘special’ 
somewhere.” 

I turned, looked Ralph straight in the 
eye. “Yeah, I guess he did,” I said hollow- 
ly. Just then Sadie popped in from the 
kitchen. “You’re out of soda, kid,” she 
announced gaily. “I’ll run down to the 
corner and get some.” Then as an after- 
thought, she paused in the hall and yelled 
back: “Don’t get no ideas while I’m out, 
Ralph. Not that I don’t trust you, but you 
know what I mean.” 

Ralph laughed and hollered after her: 
“Silly g-ir-rr-r]!” 

I gave a little laugh, and started to get 
up to go to the bedroom to change to a dress 
when suddenly I felt Ralph’s hand close 
firmly over my wrist. “Wait a minute, 
Hazel,” he said evenly, “there’s something 
I've got to ask you.” 

“Yes?” I asked nervously, trying to 
wrest free from his hold. 

“It’s about you and Warren,” he began 
cautiously. “I don’t get to see him much 
anymore, and even when I do sometimes 
down at the station, he’s kinda cool to- 
ward me—like he thinks I’m _ playing 
‘shorty’ on him or something. Are you two 
getting along all right? He doesn’t mind 
you going out with me and Sadie when he’s 
out, does he?” 

“T don’t know, Ralph,” I answered quiet- 
ly. “I’m so mixed up sometimes where he’s 
concerned, I just don’t know anymore. I 
guess he loves me and all that, but we 
quarreled bitterly the other night because 
I went to the dance with you and Sadie 
and wasn’t home when he got in. I would 
have been here if I had known, but it wasn’t 
that so much. It seems that somebody’s 
been telling him about all the times we’ve 
been out together—the three of us—and 
they've made more out of it than it actually 
is,” 

“That’s what I figured,” Ralph reflected 
absently. Then reaching for my arm 
again, he suddenly drew me to him and I 


? 








las [atte 


when they asked 
me to model... 


Says Young Marron 


“But I wasn’t afraid of a camera 
close-up...not with Black and 


Yes, po eae beautify White Vanishing Cream as my 
your complexion the px a 


make-up base. I took a tip from an 
same way professional 


ad showing a professional model 
who uses it to hold make-up on 
models do with Black and * longer, fresher and camera perfect. 
White Vanishi C And it did the same for me!” 
i 2 es — Mrs. Pauline Davis _ 
It’s greaseless (can’t Newark, New Jersey 
cause blackheads), actu- 
ally checks skin oiliness. 
Make-up looks fresher, 


skin feels softer. 


SOR INT BEY 











Remove make-up with Black 
and White Cleansing Cream. 
Soften skin with Black and 
White Cold Cream. 35¢ each. 





@ For face powder that 
clings like mist, 
lipstick that stays 
on and on, 

look for the name 
Black and White 




















Don’t be 
HALF-SAFE 





ES ny 2 - & 


URE! 








New Cream Deodorant Proved | 
53% MORE EFFECTIVE in Keeping 
UNDERARMS DRY 2nd ODORLESS 


Doctors know this new Cream Arrid, used daily, is 114 times as effective 
Deodorant, used daily, does MORE. as any other leading deodorant! 
Be sure your person and your clothes are safe 4 Safe for clothes. Does not r ot dresses 
from underarm perspiration stains andodor. Of mens shirts. Safe for finest fabrics. 
To be effective, doctors know your deodorant 5. A pure, white, stainless vanishing 
must keep underarms dry and odorless, save cream. Preferred by 117,000 
your clothes from stains. Tests prove Arrid nurses. Arrid contains Cream- 
Cream Deodorant,used daily,protects5 ways: | ogen, won't dry out in jar. 
1. Prevents the appearance of under- 
arm perspiration, keeps underarms dry. 
2. Removes odor from perspiration in- 
stantly, surely on contact. Keeps underarms 
sweet by antiseptic action. 
3. 53% more security! Doctors prove 













More men and women 
wee ARRID than any 
other deodorant! 






43¢ 


plus tax 


49 















could feel the fierce pounding of his heart 
inside his massive chest. “If I’m going 
to get the blame,” he said cockily, “I might 
as well wear the name.” And before I could 
resist, his lips had found mine in an im- 
pulsive, savagely passionate kiss that made 
my pulse quicken and the blood surge hot- 
ly through my veins. 

“Ralph, don’t. Please don’t.” I begged. 

“Yeah, Ralph. Don’t!” a man’s voice 
echoed sharp in a command. It was 
Warren, standing scarcely a few feet from 
us. He was holding us both in a steady, 
smoldering gaze, and there was a look of 
satisfied triumph mixed with anger etched 
in his face. I reasoned that he must have 
walked in unnoticed through the hall door 
that Hazel had left unlocked. 

For one sickening moment I tried des- 
perately to phrase words in my mind that 
would make him know that this was all a 
complicated mistake, but no words would 
come. Then, in the next instant, I felt my- 
self rushing toward him and blurting out: 
“Warren, please try to understand! Please 
listen to me before you do something you'll 
regret!” 

But he was too quick. His hand came up 
suddenly and heavily and caught me full 
on the face, sending me sprawling in a 
stunned heap at his feet. 

“Get out!” he hissed at Ralph. “Get out 
before I. . . break your damned neck!” 

“But—but, Warren—I—” 

“You heard me! Get out! Now!” 

As Warren’s voice rose in uncontrolled 
anger, I could feel the tension mounting 
in the room. For a terrifying instant, I 
thought he would bring his fists crashing 
down on Ralph’s jaw, but instead he only 
stood there, clenching and unclenching 
them. Finally, Ralph started slowly to- 
ward us, and keeping at a safe distance, 
stepped over my legs where I still lay, and 
kept on going down the hall toward the 
door. But before he could open it, Sadie 
popped inside, her arms loaded with bags. 

“Did I have a time!” she began com- 
plaining, but stopped short when she saw 
the unsmiling look on Ralph’s face. Then 
glancing quickly from him to me as I 
started to get up from the floor, and then to 
Warren as he stood there looking stonily 


at Ralph, she screwed her face up in a 
puzzled expression. “What gives?” she 
asked blankly. 

For a moment no one said anything. 
Then finally, as the tears began to come, I 
started in her direction. “Maybe you’d bet- 
ter go, Sadie,” I sobbed. “I'll try to ex- 
plain later.” 

“Yeah, that’s right, Sadie,” Warren’s 
voice came behind me gruffly. “Maybe 
you’d better go before you find out about 
her and your boy friend there. Maybe you 
ought to ask her. Better still, maybe you 
ought to ask him on your way out.” 


DIDN’T WAIT to hear anymore. I ran 

crying into my bedroom and slammed 
the door shut behind me. I fell on the bed 
and buried my face in the pillow. For a 
short while I could still hear Warren’s 
voice, loud and accusing, then a door slam 
shut, and then silence. A moment later it 
slammed shut for a second time and I 
knew that Warren had walked out on me 
for good. 

How long I lay there, weeping, search- 
ing in my confused mind for some way to 
help me find happiness again, I do not 
know. But when I finally did get myself to- 
gether, I got up to find the house in complete 
darkness. I began feeling my way into the 
hall, as I had sometimes done before, but 
suddenly I stumbled and fell over a bulky, 
heavy object. Quickly I made my way to 
the light switch, and flicking it, saw that 
what I had stumbled over was Warren’s 
bag. My heart gave a quick start. He 
hadn’t taken it, after all! Maybe there 
was still a chance for me to make him see 
how wrong he had been, how quick he 
had been to jump to conclusions. 

Suddenly the phone rang. I picked it 
up, hoping it would be Warren, but instead 
it was Sadie. “You're going to hate me for 
what I’m about to say, Hazel,” she began, 
“but don’t hang up. Please hear me out. 
It’s for your sake.” 

“Look, if it’s about this afternoon,” I in- 
terrupted, “let’s forget it. It was just one 
of those things that could have happened 
to anybody.” 

“No. That’s not what I called about. 
That’s part of it, but it’s not like you 
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think.” Her tone was dead serious, more 
different than I had ever heard her before 
and it made me curious, 

“Yes?” I said. 

“Well, I really don’t know how to be. 
gin this,” she went on, “and I know we’re 
not going to be friends when I’m through, 
but I’m going to say it because I want to 
be woman enough to say it.” 

There was a pause, then I heard her tell- 
ing me how she had deliberately planned 
to leave Ralph and me alone that after. 
noon, how she had been sending anony- 
mous notes to Warren at work so that he 
would become suspicious and jealous of 
me. Then she went on to say that she had 
had a friend telephone him from time to 
time, to let him know when Ralph was out 
with us while he was on the road. It was 
an evil confession, and one I would never 
have dreamed could come from 4 woman 
I had trusted as a friend. 

“But why, Sadie?” I asked finally, both 
tears of anger and hurt welling up inside 
me. “Why would you do this to me—to 
my marriage? What have I ever done to 
you?” 

“Nothing, maybe,” she answered quietly, 
“except marry the man I love.” 

“The man you love!” I repeated incredu- 
lously. “Now I know you're crazy!” 

“Call it what you want, Hazel,” she 
came back tearfully, “but I loved him too, 
and hoped I could win him from you be- 
fore you got married. But you won. And 
I didn’t know any other way to fight back.” 

I started to say more, but the receiver 
was put gently back on the hook on the 
other end and I knew she had hung up. For 
a moment I just stood there in stunned dis- 
belief that a woman I had called my friend 
and once lived with could contrive so sinis- 
ter a plot against me. Yet, somehow I felt 
great relief. All the answers I had been 
searching for had suddenly fallen into 
place. All the doubts and fears I had had 
about my failing Warren as a wife were 
suddenly gone. 

It was only a short time afterwards that 
I heard Warren’s key in the door and knew 
that he had come home to me. I waited in 
the bedroom, knowing now that I could 
make him understand. 

“Hazel?” I heard him call softly. 

“Yes, Warren,” I answered. “In here. 
In the bedroom.” 

He walked in, stood for a moment in the 
doorway, then came slowly over to where 
I lay. “Hazel, I—I had a little talk with 
Sadie this evening,” he started, “and— 
well, I—I just want to tell you I’ve been 
sorta mixed up.” 

“Yes, darling, I know,” I put in. “I 
talked with her too—on the phone. But 
everything’s going to be different from 
now on.” 

Then without another word. he dropped 
down beside me and lifted me gently in 
his arms. That night we found happiness 
again—a happiness which we have never 
lost. For we have never since allowed 
anyone else to become too involved in our 


lives. THE END 








Bl« 
Te 


the 
ough 
E« 
anyt 
maki 
“G 
casti 
some 
Bi 
ways 
ing 1 
beca' 
fang: 
a ha 
girl 
mixe 
fooli: 
Th 
our I 
what 
the s 
a gu 
does 
“goo 
that 
Sit 
holdi 
press 
confi 
the | 
me. 
featu 
of ric 
Sh 
never 
that | 
thoug 
she d 
Mayl 
on th 
her s 
sensu 
oW 
“Tal | 
I 1. 
ona 
to hi 
time! 
She 
“You 
bar 
can’t 
can ¢ 
Shi 
“Som 
you | 
me? 
“Tt 
I bacl 
becau 


I 





more 
e fore 


o be. 
we're 
ough, 
int to 


r tell- 
nned 
after- 
nony- 
at he 
us of 
> had 
ne to 
Ss out 
| was 
never 
oman 


both 
nside 


>—to 


ne to 
ietly, 
-edu- 


she 
too, 
1 be- 
And 
ck.” 
piver 
the 
For 
dis- 
iend 
inis- 
felt 
been 
into 
had 


were 


that 
new 
d in 
puld 


ere. 


the 
ere 
vith 
iin 


een 


7 
But 
om 
ped 
ess 


ver 


our 


ND 





Blonde 





Temptress 


(Continued from Page 29) 


the fastest man I ever saw. The boss 
oughta give him a raise.” 
Ed chimed in, “Shucks, there wasn’t 


anything wrong with that car. She was 
making a date with him.” 

“She was trying to,” Charlie said sar- 
castically, “but this guy must be scared or 
something.” 

Bill came to my rescue, just as he al- 
ways did when the older fellows were rid- 
ing me too hard. “Lay off, you guys! Just 
because Larry doesn’t go around with his 
fangs showing, you wolves try to give him 
a hard way to go. The kid’s got a nice 
girl friend and has no business getting 
mixed up with some dame with a lot of 
foolishness on her mind!” 

That night, when I picked Fran up for 
our regular date. I was still thinking about 
what the fellows had said. I didn’t have 
the slightest interest in Gloria Newton, but 
a guy hates to be pegged for a dope. It 
does something to your ego to be called 
“soody-goody” and “Boy Scout” in a way 
that implies you’re not a man. 

Sitting with Fran in the drive-in theatre, 
holding hands and feeling her soft arm 
pressed against mine helped to restore my 
confidence. Fran was something special, 
the best thing that had ever happened to 
me. She was beautiful; finely chiseled 
features set in a face the color and texture 
of rich, smooth chocolate. 

She was a sweet, honest girl who would 
never resort to the artificial feminine lures 
that Gloria practiced. Funny, the way my 
thoughts kept going back to Gloria. Maybe 
she did have eyes for me. like Charlie said. 
Maybe I was a dope for not taking her up 
on the bold challenge that smouldered in 
her sea-green eyes, that cried out with each 
sensuous movement of her little body. 

“What is it, Larry?” Fran asked finally. 
“Tll bet you didn’t see half the picture.” 

I laughed. “How can a guy concentrate 
on a movie with a girl like you right next 
to him? Give me the real thing every 
time!” 

She raised her head from my shoulder. 
“You were thinking about me? About us?” 

“Sure,” I said quickly. “Even if we 
can’t get married right away, at least I 
can dream, can’t 1?” 

She shook her head, 
“Something’s worrying you, darling. Don’t 
you know you can’t hide anything from 
me? It shows all over your face.” 

“It’s nothing!” I insisted, irritably as 
I backed the car out and we drove off. “Just 
because s 

I stopped talking. 


unconvinced. 





I stopped lying. 





Further down the road I turned off. I 
parked the car and took her in my arms. 
The concern in her eyes softened to love. 

“Oh, Larry!” she whispered. 

My lips found hers, clung with a des- 
perate hunger. Then, something crazy 
happened. 
was kissing! My eyes were closed and I 
could see those green eyes daring me to 
think things I shouldn’t; I could see those 
red lips curved into a smile that called me 
a coward. 

And mixed up with all of it were the 
nights like this, nights of kisses that had 
to be cut short and desire that had to be 
suppressed because Fran and I weren’t 
married yet. 

Larry!” Fran pulled at my 
“Tarry—please don’t.” 

I saw the fright in her eyes and that 
checked me. I looked down at my hands 
and dropped them from her. I felt sick 
with shame and guilt. “I’m sorry, Fran— 
I don’t know what happened to me,” I 
faltered. 

‘It’s all right,” she said quietly. Her 
questioning eyes were on me, so clear and 
honest I felt even more of a heel. “It’s 
not easy for me, either—having to wait,” 


hands. 


she said in a low voice. 

“It won't happen again,” I told her 
grimly. “I promise.” 

“Maybe we ought to change our plans.” 
She lifted my hands to her lips, kissed 
them tenderly. 
you want me, Larry. If you want me to—” 

I pulled away from her, angry with my- 
self for putting her on the spot like that. 
Sure I wanted her, but not like that. We'd 
do it right, or not at all. I didn’t care 
whether it made me a dope or a square, 
one thing I knew for sure—I’d never drag 
Fran down to anything cheap or degrad- 
ing. 

When I drove back to her house and 
walked up to the porch with her, Fran 
kissed me and clung to me, almost as if 
she had guessed what was on my mind 
back there. But she didn’t even hint that 
I might have been thinking about another 
girl. 

“Don’t forget—I love you,” she said 
softly. 

“Know something?” I said, controlling 
my voice with an effort. “You're worth 
waiting for—every minute of it!” 

And I meant it. Maybe Gloria had 
money and glamour, but Fran had some- 
thing that Gloria never had. They were 
worlds apart, and Fran was my world. 
Not that I was such a saint, or because I 
was scared. It was because I was in love. 
GHORTLY after that, Mr. Newton of- 
' fered me the job. The pay was more 
than I was getting at the garage and since 
the hours were during the evening and 


“T want you as much as 


It wasn’t Fran, but Gloria I | 





night, I could transfer to day classes at the | 


art school where I had almost completed a 
commercial course. Actually, the job came 
as no surprise. Not after the incident out 
at the Newton estate. 

The phone rang in the garage early one 
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afternoon. It’s for you,” Charlie called 
to me. 

“Who is it?” I asked, hoping Fran was 
calling to say I could come by that night. 

“Your girl friend. The one with all the 
—” Charlie made a shape like a Coca Cola 
bottle with his hands. 

Ed gave a raucous laugh. “Maybe I’d 
better go if she’s having motor trouble 
again!” 

I thumbed my nose at them both and 
went to the wall phone. Gloria’s voice 
came over the wire, husky and low, ex- 
plaining that her car had gone dead again. 
“It just won’t start, Larry,” she purred, 
“but you have that touch with cars—and 
things.” 

“You want me to come out there?” I 
asked. “I'll have to ask the boss—” 

“I’ve already talked with him,” she said 
a little impatiently. “Now hurry out here. 
I'm all dressed for a tennis date and I’m 
late as it ig 

I didn’t like the way she had of order- 
ing people around, but what could I do? 
Her old man was the best customer at the 
garage and besides, I reflected as I tossed 
my tool kit into the back of the jeep, a 
girl with her dough just naturally acted 
that way. 

“Got everything you need in there?” Ed 
asked, and his tone gave the words a dou- 
ble meaning. 

“Shut up,” I growled. 

“Play it cool, kid,” Charlie said. “You 
ain’t married yet, so you might as well 
have your fun.” 

“You guys have one-track minds,” I said 
scornfully. “That’s all you think about!” 

“Is there anything else?” Charlie called 
out as I drove down the ramp and headed 
out to Long Island. 

The Newton place was set far back, 
shielded from the road by trees and shrub- 
bery. I swung the jeep up the driveway 
and stopped beside the red convertible in 
front of the garage. I didn’t see anyone 
around, so I lifted the hood of the car and 
leaned over to check the ignition. 

I got a whiff of the perfume the same 
instant I felt a soft, pulse-quickening nudg- 
ing on my arm. Gloria Newton had come 
up soundlessly behind me and was lean- 
ing over my shoulder. The way she was 
putting all her weight on me was discon- 
certing, to say the least. 

“Find anything?” she asked, her lips 
practically in my ear. 

“Not yet. Miss Newton,” I said, inching 
away. Then I got a good look at her and 
the breath went out of me in a surprised 
gasp. She lounged against the fender of 
the car as if she were posing for a fashion 
photographer. Her long, golden-tanned 
legs curved up into tennis shorts that 
ended almost before they started and her 
sweater was a direct challenge to Marilyn 
Vonroe. 

I turned and got my tool kit out of the 
jeep. I didn’t look at her when I went 
bac *k. 

“Larry—” 

“Yes, Miss Newton?” 
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“Oh, call me Gloria,” she said lightly. 
“T’m not a snob. As a matter of fact, I 
go up to Harlem quite often.” 

So what? I thought, what’s she trying 
to prove? She asked me about some club 
I'd never heard of and I told her: “I don’t 
get to Harlem very often. I live in the 
Bronx.” 

“Maybe you'll take me to Harlem some- 
time—” 

I jerked my head up, frowning. 

“_as my chauffer and guide, of course,” 
she added hastily. 

“I’m a mechanic,” I said with finality, 
letting her know I had no talent—or de- 
sire—to escort rich playgirls on slumming 
parties. 

It took me longer than I anticipated to 
find the trouble and all the time she 
hovered over me, brushing against me and 
flashing legs in front of me. When I 
finally finished. she came up to me, arching 
her back and gazing at me with half-open 
eyes, 

“What do I owe you, Larry?” she cooed. 

I stared steadily into her eyes, but they 
didn’t lose their boldness. “You don’t owe 
me a thing, Miss Newton.” I said slowly 
so she’d get it. “This’ll go on your fath- 
er’s bill at the garage.” 

She seemed about to make some retort, 
but instead, whirled and jumped into her 
car and sped away. I gathered up my tools 
and drove back to the garage. 

It was a few days after that that Mr. 
Newton offered me the job. When the guys 
heard about it, they thought I was crazy 
for hesitating one instant. But I did do 
some serious thinking before I finally said 
yes. The money was too good and going 
to school days meant I'd finish up sooner 
than I had hoped. 

“By the way, Larry.” Mr. Newton said, 
“T heard someone mention that you wanted 
to be a commercial artist. Make good and 
I'll see if I can’t get you into one of the 
ad agencies our firm does business with.” 

That was the clincher. I had all the 
confidence that I could make it on my 
talent and ability, even in as competitive 
a field as commercial art, but with some- 
one like Newton on my side, I’d have an 
even better chance to break in. 

Fran thought it was a lucky break. when 
I told her about it. “It means a lot to 
have an influential person like that back- 
ing you, Larry,” she said, then added hope- 
fully, “and it means we can get married 
that much sooner.” 

At first, it worked out wonderfully. I 
went to classes in the morning, had the 
afternoons to myself, and rarely had to do 
more than drive Gloria Newton into town 
to meet her date, then drive her back home 
around midnight or later. The job was a 
snap, although I wasn’t able to see Fran 
as often as I wanted. 

Gloria went out with fellows in her own 
social set, and even though most of them 
had their own cars, she loved that red Cad- 
dillac of hers so much she refused to leave 
it home. She’d have me drive her into 
town, drop her at a theatre or night club 


and tell me where and at what time to pick 
her up. 

I remember one night when I drove up to 
the Broadway club where she was waiting 
for me, she was as high as a Georgia pine. 
Her escort had his car there and was argu- 
ing with her to let him take her home. But 
she pushed him away and stalked over to 
her car, her mink stole dragging along 
the sidewalk. 

“Larry will take me home,” she told her 
friend thickly. “Thanks for th’ drink . . , 
wonderful time was had by all. G’night!” 

She climbed in beside me. “Take me 
home, Larry,” she mumbled, “take me 
home ’n’ tuck me in.” 

Halfway home she got it into her head 
to turn around and go to Harlem, to that 
club I’d never heard of. She made me 
stop the car several times, but each time 
I persuaded her that it was too late. | 
was anxious to get home; I had an early 
class the next day. Finally, she stopped 
insisting and lay back against the seat. 
Gradually, her head tilted until it was on 
my shoulder. 

“Wanna go to Harlem .. .” she mur- 
mured sleepily, “wanna see all those beau- 
tiful brown people . . .” 

I glanced down at her as she dozed, 
wondering what made her tick. That wasn’t 
the first time she’d made a crack about 
color. Soon after I started on the job I'd 
noticed that Gloria Newton did more bath- 
ing in the sun than she did in the tub. 

A couple of times I'd stumbled upon her 
lying on a blanket behind some shrubs 
with litthe more on than a pair of sun 
glasses. And I was aware of the way she 
stared at my face and arms, as if marvel- 
ling at their hue. 

“Sometimes I think Ill never get a 
decent tan!” she complained one day as 
she smoothed lotion on her arms and legs. 
She held up one arm against mine. “I 
want to be as brown as you, Larry.” 

“Why?” That seemed to stump her and, 
thinking of the dark people I knew who 
wanted to be lighter, I said: “I guess there 
are a lot of people who aren’t contented 
with their looks.” 

“Are you?” she shot back, then peering 
at me closely, she said, “Yes, you would 
be.” 

I shrugged. 
you're not?” 

She nibbled at her full underlip. “You're 
right, but—what’s it like, Larry? Being 
brown and beautiful?” 

She was standing close to me, the halter 
she wore rising and falling with her rapid 
breathing. 

An ironic smile twisted my lips. “Nobody 
can tell you that. You have to be born 
that way.” 

But she kept up with her sun bathing 
religiously until she was burned brown as 
a berry. Her golden skin contrasted 
strangely with her corn-silk hair, giving 
her an altogether exciting appearance. 
People turned to stare at her and she got 4 
big charge out of that. But I wondered 
what her story was. 


“Why try to be something 








som 
mor 
tion 
mar 
it. 
and 
art : 
ings 
hop! 
worl 
dres 
with 
my 
I 
clas: 
shou 
he s 
still 
dese 
ge in 
see t 
you 
a 
trod 
“C 
abou 
some 
He 
pulle 
stran 
trodt 
“Tdi 
it’s a 
mon 
| 
“4 5 
ton, 
life.” 
Th 
want 
the 9 
“Hey 
occas 
best 
“M 
“Y 
dled. 
“2 
“kK. 
Shi 
ton h 
a 
sounc 
age,” 
“E 
wants 
“Bi 
ping 
other 
Wh 
tears 
get m 
pered 
“Bi 
hands 
about 
Newt 
get st 








to pick 


e up to 
vaiting 
a pine, 
$ argu- 
1e. But 
ver to 
along 


ld her 
oso 
ight!” 
ke me 
se me 


r head 
‘o that 
de me 
1 time 
ite. | 
early 
opped 
! seat. 
vas on 


- mur- 
beau- 


dozed, 
wasn't 
about 
ob I'd 
bath- 
1b. 

on her 
hrubs 
f sun 
iy she 
arvel- 


get a 
ay as 
| legs. 


a | 


- and, 
- who 
there 
ented 


ering 
would 


thing 


‘ou re 
Being 


alter 
rapid 


body 
born 


thing 
vn as 
asted 
iving 
ance. 
got a 
lered 





She had everything money could buy. yet 
was restless and continually searching for 
something. She’d do crazy. spur-of-the- 
moment things just for kicks, a new sensa- 
tion that she could afford because her old 
man was loaded with dough. 


wer I FOUND out what she really 

wanted, I refused to let myself believe 
it, It was Fran, with her keen observation 
and woman’s intuition, who told me. The 
art school had a showing of student paint- 
ings and I'd mentioned it to Mr. Newton, 
hoping he’d drop in and get an idea of my 
work. It was my day off and I was all 
dressed up for the occasion. Fran was 
with me, excited as a kid over the way 
my instructors praised my work. 

I was introducing Fran to some of my 
classmates when I felt an arm on my 
shoulder. It was Mr. Newton. “Larry,” 
he said, shaking hands with me. “if you're 
still chauffeuring a year from now, you'll 
deserve a good kick in the pants! I’m 
going to send a friend of mine around to 
see this exhibit and it’s my guess he’ll hire 
you on the spot!” 

“Thanks, Mr. Newton,” I said, then in- 
troduced him to Fran. 

“Of course. I don’t know the first thing 
about art.” he said frankly. “but here’s 
someone who does.” 

He-reached behind him in the crowd and 
pulled Gloria into our group. She seemed 
strangely subdued as she acknowledged in- 
troductions all around. then said quietly: 
“I didn’t know you were an artist. [ think 
i's a sin for you to be working as a com- 
mon chauffeur.” 

I laughed. “I have to eat, you know.” 

“That’s a woman for you,” said Mr. New- 
ton, “completely ignoring the realities of 
life.” 

They left soon after and Fran suddenly 
wanted to go, too. She was so silent on 
the way home I nudged her and said, 
“Hey! This is supposed to be a happy 
occasion. You look as if you'd lost your 
best friend.” 

“Maybe I have,” she said in a low voice. 

“What does that mean?” I asked. puz- 
dled. 

“Don’t you know, Larry?” 

“Know what?” 

She let out a deep sigh. “Gloria New- 
ton has her cap set for you.” 

“Aw, come on, baby!” I protested. “You 
sound just like the guys down at the gar- 
age.” 

“I—I saw her look at you, Larry. She 
wants you—and she'll get you.” 

“But I’m in love with you,” I said, slip- 
ping an arm around her shoulder. “No 
other woman stands a chance!” 

When we said goodnight, there were 
tears in Fran’s eyes. “Larry—darling, let’s 
get married right away. Now!” she whis- 
pered fiercely as I held her tight. 

“But, Fran!” I cupped her face in my 
hands and smiled reassuringly. “What 
about all our plans? You heard what Mr. 
Newton said, that he’s going to help me 
get started the minute I finish school. If 


we get married now—” 

“Tl continue to work. I'll do anything,” 
she said with a kind of desperate insist- 
ence, “if only you'll get away from—that 
woman!” 

“What’s the matter? Don’t you trust 
me?” I asked gently. “Gloria Newton is 
just someone I work for. Why. you should 
see the kind of guys she goes with. I’m 
not her type and she’s not mine.” 

I kissed her goodnight, but I could tell 
she was still worried. Well, I had just a 
few more months to go and then I’d never 
have to go back to the Newton place. 
Gloria could focus those cool green eyes 
with the hidden flames on someone else, 
not me, 

For a while it seemed that meeting Fran 
had made Gloria a little less blatant in her 
overtures to me. Furthermore, I was con- 
vinced now that Fran was right; Gloria, 
for some reason I couldn’t fathom, was 
attracted to me. I kept far away from her. 

Still, ’'d be lying if I said I wasn’t flat- 
tered, just as any man would be when a 
woman takes a fancy to him. And if that 
woman was like Gloria Newton, rich and 
beautiful and—well, I was only human. 

Gloria began to show a sudden interest 
in my art work. She insisted that I take 
along my sketch book when I drove her to 
the beach or anywhere else. Then she’d 
look over my sketches and maybe select 
one or two to keep. I refused to take the 
money she offered; after all. they were 
just pencil drawings and not valuable 
works of art. Eventually, she got around 
to asking me to do a portrait of her. That’s 
where I balked; I was being paid to drive 
a car, not paint portraits. 

The next day. Mr. Newton called me into 
his study. “Larry. my daughter tells me 
she’d like you to paint her picture.” he said. 
selecting a cigar from the box on his desk 
and carefully lighting it. 

“Yes, she’s already asked me, but—well. 
I didn’t see how I could do it under the cir- 
cumstances, Mr. Newton.” I told him. 

He eyed me shrewdly for a moment, then 
smiled and stabbed at me with his long 
cigar. “You'll do all right for yourself 
in the business world. Larry.” he said. 
“You're absolutely right!) Why should you 
paint on the salary of a chauffeur?” 

I tried to think of a nice way to tell him 
I just didn’t want to be bothered. “But, 
Mr. Newton- 

He cut me off with a wave of his hand. 
“Go ahead and paint her Larry. I'll pay 
you the regular professional artist’s fee. I 
discovered long ago that the way to keep 
that young lady happy is to let her have 
her way.” 

Mr. Newton chewed reflectively on his 
cigar. taking it for granted the matter was 
settled. “Maybe that’s what’s wrong with 
her—” he mumbled to himself. 

Seeing no point in trying to make an 
issue of it. I turned and left. Gloria met 
me in the hall. She was smiling like a cat 
who’d just swallowed a canary. 

“When would you like to sit for your 
portrait, Miss Newton?” I asked stiffly. 
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‘I've got my sketch pad right here.” 

“I'd prefer tomorrow—-if it’s all right 
with you,” she told me. 

“Tt doesn’t make the least bit of dif- 
ference.” I said shortly, and left her stand- 

there. 

The next day I hung around the garage, 

talling for time, but she finally called to 
me that she was ready. I went in, feeling 
as if I were walking into a baited trap. 
The bait, I soon discovered, was tempting 
enough to snare any man. Gloria stood 
leaning against the fireplace in the draw- 
ing room, one arm resting lightly on the 
mantel. 

She was wearing a sheath-like gown the 
color of her ice-green eyes, and its high 
neckline was more provocative than the 
lowest off-the-shoulder gown I'd ever seen 
her in. Her cornsilk hair was drawn se- 
verely back and gathered in a knot at the 
back of her neck, and together with her 
slim, arched eyebrows, it gave her the ap- 
pearance of a cat ready to pounce on some 
unsuspecting prey. 

The total effect was such a vivid con- 
trast to her customary appearance that I 
was too surprised to say anything. 


“Will I do?” she asked archly. 

I nodded and bent over my drawing pad. 

“Aren’t you going to do me in oils?” 
she asked. 

“If you like. But first I want to sketch 
you, learn the planes and angles in your 
face.” 

I worked rapidly. forcing myself to look 
up at her only when necessary. I didn’t 
know what was wrong with me. I'd sketch- 
ed dozens of models. most of them nude, 
but it was nothing like this. The profes- 
sional models had a job to do and they 
did it; there was never anything personal 
between them and the artists seated in a 
circle around them. But the look that 
burned in Gloria’s eyes was too plain to be 
mistaken. 

She changed her position, but it didn’t 
look right so I told her to go back to the 
first one. 

“No, you had your arm bent a little dif- 
ferently,” I told her. 

“Show me,” she said. 

I went over to her and moved her arm 
into the position I wanted. My head was 
bent close to hers. Her moist red lips 
parted invitingly; the perfume that sur- 
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And 


rounded her made my head whirl. 
then our lips met. 

My arms went around her and _ she 
pressed against me from my mouth to my 


knees. I kissed her harder and felt her 
trembling, gasping for breath and moan. 
ing deep in her throat. 

It didn’t matter whether we were alone 
in the house or not. All I could think of 
was the lovely creature in my arms. The 
differences between us didn’t matter. Her 
money? There was no law that an artist 
must starve in a garret. Her social posi- 
tion? I knew as much about etiquette as 
any of her friends and could make bril- 
liant conversation over cocktails with the 
best of them. The other—? Well, now she 
was almost as brown as I and even when 
the tan faded, what difference would that 
make? 

Just for a moment, as I held her soft 
and pulsating in my arms, I allowed my- 
self the luxury of that dream, a dream that 
was shattered by her very first words. 

“You were so reluctant,” she said huski- 
ly. “Don’t you know I always get what | 
want?” 

My arms fell to my sides and I felt re- 
sentment welling up inside me. That's 
what Fran had said—‘she wants you.” 
Her own father had said she was a spoiled. 
pampered brat, pouting, and plotting and 
sulking until she got her way. I stared 
into her eyes and saw what was really 
there, not an honest love, but naked de- 
sire, 

I realized that to her I wasn’t a man who 
could command her respect as an equal. 
but a “beautiful brown boy” who could 
satisfy her drive for new experience, new 
sensations. 

I saw all that and more. It tied my 
stomach into knots. I felt like laying the 
back of my hand across those pouting red 
lips, but it wasn’t worth the effort. In fact. 
the tiny lights that blazed in her eyes when 
she saw my anger told me that she would 
welcome the pain; it would be another new 
sensation to be tasted. 

No, the bitterest payoff for her would be 
the stark realization that for once she 
couldn’t get what she wanted when she 
wanted it. 

I didn’t kid myself; with all her money, 
some day she’d be able to buy what she 
wanted. But I wouldn’t be around. | 
thought of the vilest word I knew and flung 
it at her contemptuously as I gathered up 
my things. She gasped and covered her 
face with her hands. She was like that. 
slumped against the wall, as I walked out. 

I knew that now I couldn’t count on Mr. 
Newton’s help, but that didn’t worry. me. 
I knew that I had talent and if it took 
breaks to get ahead, then I'd make my 
own. Fran didn’t ask questions when | 
showed up with a license the next day. 
but I think she was aware that her hunch 
about Gloria had been true. 

But the way I kissed her when we were 
married a few days later, convinced her 
that she was—and always had been—the 
only woman for me. THE END 
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My 
Wild 
Streak 


(Continued from Pas 36) 





“Gee, Sue,” he’d tell me, “you make it 
real tough on me. I want you, honey, just 
as much as you want me—maybe more. 
But we've got to wait.” 

Terry interested me in swimming, in 
basketball, a number of activities to build 
my body and sap my energy so my mind 
wouldn’t suffer so much from the leaping 
desires which his nearness kindled in me. 

Maybe it would have better if 
Terry had listened to me when he got his 





been 


papers from Uncle Sam. Young as we 
were, I wanted him to marry me right 
then. I think I had a fear of being alone, 


I wanted us 
as he had put 
he went off to war. He may 
never come back. He never 
back. That thought around and 
around in my mind. 

Terry was thinking of the same _possi- 
bility. That was why 
to our marriage. 

“Baby, we've only got a couple hundred 
in the treasury,” he argued gently. “You 
know how far that will go toward getting 
married these days. Think of how much 
money I can save while I’m in the service. 
Besides, though I feel everything’s 
going to turn out all right, I would hate 
to have us get married and then—well, 
how can you be sure something won’t hap- 
pen to me? This way. if it did, you could 
get over it quicker.” 

So I gave in. But my heart held a sad- 
ness and fear as though someone had re- 
moved the most important prop which held 
me up these days when I was preparing to 
see Terry leave me. When he kissed me 
goodbye, I thought I wanted to die. For 
weeks I was haunted by the premonition 
that I would never see him again. 

Terry’s letters gave me something to go 
on. He wrote regularly. He told me all 
the intimate details of his life in the serv- 
ice, the buddies he had become attached 
to, the new things he was learning. Al- 
ways he talked of his dreams for the day 
of his discharge. 

Once he wrote in a kidding manner 
and yet I detected the earnestness behind 
everyone in talks about 
what the girls back home are doing, how 
they are messing up. I know you're not 
tunning wild. I hate even to think of your 
going out with someone else because, even 
though I do trust you, sometimes you can’t 
trust human nature. And, baby. I remem- 
ber some frantic things about your human 
nature.” 

For the first few months, I did anything 
but run wild. I had plenty of offers for 
dates but I had one ambition: prepare 


bound to Terry, yet not his. 
to “belong to each other.” 

it, before 
may come 


went 


he wouldn’t agree 


even 


it—*Sue, camp 


Terry’s wife. I registered for 
night held a 
part-time job as a salesgirl in a dry-goods 
I added money to the “treasury” 
every week and. with the orders 
Terry was sending to be deposited in the 
bank, I knew we would have a comfortable 
little nest egg to get us started. 

I was beginning to feel everything would 
turn out fine. But I was reckoning with- 
out Ronald Dozier—and without that wild 
streak in me which was finally to come to 
the front. 

Like many my affair 
with Ron started out with friction. I was 
leaving work one afternoon, walking to- 
ward the bus when a sharp, brand-new 
Cadillac swooped up to the curb and 
lurched to a sudden halt. The smiling, 
dark brown-skinned man, looking a young 
thirtyish, flashed me a winning smile as 
he leaned over and swung his door open 

“Give you a lift, dear?” 

I had my ideas about disposing of this 


myself to be 
a typing course at school. 
store. 
money 


another romance, 


he suggested. 
DD 


type. 

“Why don’t you rush home where you 
came from and see if your mommy wants 
to go for a ride?” I inquired sweetly. 
Then, with a saucy toss of my head, I was 
walking away from him. 

An infectious howl of laughter poured 
out behind me as the young man, un- 
daunted, slammed his closed and 
cruised slowly down the street alongside 
me, tapping his horn gently and laughing 
merrily. I wanted to join his laughter. 
He was so bold and confident. He drove 
along as if just waiting for me to get tired 


door 


and give in. 

I reached the bus stop and stood waiting 
for the bus, The young man carefully 
parked his car, got out, walked over and 
stood at my He didn’t say a word, 
just stood there, whistling cheerfully, star- 
ing straight ahead. I stole a quick peek 
at him. He wasn’t handsome in a maga- 
zine ad way like Terry. But he had good, 
clean features. an awesome neatness about 
his clothes and clean-cropped hair. 

“Spoiled rich man’s son,” I humphed to 


side. 


myself, meanwhile wondering who he was 
and when he’d come to town. In Three 
Rivers, everyone knew everyone else. 

“Bus sure taking a long time,” the 
stranger commented pleasantly. 

I ignored him. 

Secretly, I was enjoying the forward 
attentions being directed my way. Noth- 
ing ever happened in Three Rivers any- 


way. With Terry gone, the only way I 
had kept myself from boredom was _ by 
applying myself to work and school, wait- 
ing for his letters and making plans for 
the day when he would come home. The 
excited my and I was 
disappointed when the big bus 


stranger curiosity 
a little 
swung around the corner and veered down 
on us, 

The stranger watched me attentively as 
I boarded the bus. Then he walked 
jauntily back to his car. I paid my fare 
and went all the way to the rear to find 
a seat—and to watch the fresh young man 
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who had offered me a lift. I gasped as I 
saw him get behind the wheel of the 
Cadillac and begin trailing the bus. 

Two blocks later, I looked back. He 
was still there. I was furious once when 
we slowed down and he raced dangerously 
close to the rear of the bus, caught me 
looking back and threw me a breezy kiss. 
I determined to keep my eyes straight 
ahead until we reached my stop. 

When I alighted, Mr. Freshie was right 
there. I had two blocks to walk and he 
cruised along slowly. smiling all the while. 

This persistence flattered me no end, but 
I wondered where my would-be friend had 
acquired so much nerve. Suppose I were 
married and my husband waiting to meet 
me! An impish devil danced in my brain. 

I was several from my house 
when I stopped abruptly. 

“Look here, my wise friend,” I called 
to him. “When I get home and tell my 
husband you’ve been following me, he’s 
going to beat you right back into town.” 

The stranger’s smile broadened. 

“G’wan,” he chided me pleasantly. “I’m 
surprised at you, making believe you're 
married. You look too fresh and happy 
and beautiful to be married.” 

I was stumped for a comeback. I 
turned and went on to my house. 

He stopped the car, watched for a sec- 
ond as I put the key in the door, then 
raced off. 

“Smart alec,” I said as I watched him 
go. But all during dinner and afterwards 
when the family gathered around to listen 
to a series of favorite radio programs, I 
was preoccupied. I wondered who the 
stranger was. I remembered what nice, 
dancing eyes he had. 

About ten o’clock I stretched and an- 
nounced I was going to bed. 

Mom stared at me. 

“Aren’t you going to write Terry to- 
night?” she demanded. 

I realized I hadn’t thought of Terry once 
all evening. 

“No, Mom,” I replied. 
in the morning and do it. 
writing tonight.” 


doors 


“T'll get up early 
Don’t feel like 


DIDN’T dream about Terry either. I 
dreamed that a smiling, brash young 
man in a shiny blue Cadillac took me driv- 
ing at eighty miles an hour through the 
countryside, the car top back and green 
trees marching on either side of the road. 


I dreamed so hard and beautifully 
that, when morning came, I reached over 


sleepily and throttled the alarm. I was 
on my way back into my dreams when 
Mom came in to make me get up. I didn’t 
get a chance to write Terry that morning 
either, 

The first part of the day at work I went 
about in a deep study. I did my work 
mechanically, thinking about my admirer 
of yesterday. As the day went on, I be- 
gan to feel ashamed, guilty about not writ- 
ing Terry. Little incidents which hap- 
pened during the afternoon and the small 
gossip of my fellow-workers soon erased 


any thoughts I had about the stranger. 

That evening, as I walked out of the 
store, I heard the sharp toot of a horn. 
Without turning, I knew it was Mr. Cadil- 
lac back again. Thrilled as I was, [ still 
wasn’t going to have a repetition of last 
night. 

I walked slowly over to. the car, looked 
into the smiling face and said deliberately: 
“Listen, mister, I don’t know who or what 
you are, but you’re annoying me and you 
know there’s a law against that. I’m not 
a pickup so why don’t you just go on and 
find someone who will appreciate you?” 

The smile faded. Those beautiful eyes 
bored into me. The young man spoke 
slowly. 

“I'm Ronald Dozier,” he said. “Doc 
Dozier’s grandson. Just got back from 
Europe. Been studying medicine. I want 
to know you because you’re the prettiest 
girl in town and I’ve looked ’em all over. 
What’s more, you seem to have intelligence 
and that’s my speed. I know you're not 
a pickup. Is there any harm in a gentle- 
man being courteous enough to offer a 
lady a lift home? Keep her from waiting 
for the bus fifteen or twenty minutes?” 

I considered this. I was impressed by 
his good speech, the straight manner in 
which he had accepted my challenge, the 
new seriousness which had erased the grin. 
While I hesitated, he came up with the 
clincher that made me change my mind. 

“T’m truly sorry if I’ve annoyed you,” 
he apologized. “If you tell me you think 
I’m a despicable character and if you don’t 
want to accept my perfectly respectable 
and well-intentioned offer, I'll just go out 
of your life this minute. But please don’t 
tell me that.” 

I extended my hand. 

“I’m Susan Hartman, Mr. Dozier,” I 
said. “I’m grateful for your offer and I 
will accept. I just didn’t want you to get 
the wrong idea about me and, believe me, 
I don’t have any wrong ideas about you 
any more.” 

I got into Ronald’s car, impressed by 
the luxury of its interior, the leaping 
power of it and the expert way he handled 
the wheel. We talked and _ established 
common knowledge on a number of things. 
Doc Dozier had been my family physician 
for years. Ronald’s folks had died when 
he was a youngster and Doc had put him 
through school hoping to fit him to take 
over the thriving Dozier practice in Three 
Rivers. 

“I’m afraid I’m going to have to disap- 
point the old man,” Ron told me gravely. 
“Hate to do it, nice as he’s been. But, 
with all due respect to your town, I don't 
want to get stuck in this one-horse place. 
I've been to all the big capitals of the 
world—London, Paris, Berlin, New York 
and lots more. I want big city life. 
Couldn’t be buried in a place like this. 
Although,” stealing a sly glance at me, 
“it does have its points. By the way, how 
about telling me something about your- 
self?” 
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Looking back now. it’s significant that 
in all I told Ron, I never once mentioned 
Terry. In fact. I must admit that I did 
and said everything to give the impression 
I had fallen under 
worldly 


that I was fancy-free. 
the spell of Ron’s easy, 
He was much more interesting than any- 
one I’d ever met in Three Rivers. I had 
no definite intentions of being unfaithful 
to Terry but, I argued, a girl could be true 
to her sweetheart and still have a friend 
as attractive and understanding as Ron. 

I got no encouragement at home in this 
feeling. Dad eyed me narrowly when I 
came into the house that night after say- 
ing a lingering “So long” to Ron in the 
car and agreeing that he could pick me up 


manner, 


at work whenever he liked and could 
come to see me during the weekend. 


Mom, who sometimes acted as though she 
thought more of Terry than she did of her 
own daughter, was outspoken and dis- 
turbed. 

“I thought something was up when you 
acted so strange last night.” she accused. 
“The idea of not writing that boy just 
because you’ve run into some flashy-look- 
ing playboy with a car that’s probably not 
even paid for. You’d better know when 
you're well off, girl. Terry wouldn’t like 
such goings-on.” 

Mom’s criticism was unfair, I felt. It 
just made me all the more determined to 
show her and the whole town that I could 
be sophisticated, that I could have fun 
with Ron and remain true to Terry. This 
was my chance again to lord it over all 
the eligible girls. 

I had made them green-eyed 
by holding on to Terry. Now, I 
frustrate them again. Ron was definitely 
acatch and I knew that, as soon as word 
got around that he was in town, a lot of 
my envious girl friends would set out to 
make him. 

I wrote Terry that night but the letter 
was brief and hurried, nothing at all like 
those I’d been used to writing. My mind 
wasn’t on that letter. I was thinking how 
much I agreed with Ron that Three Rivers 
was a small, hick town. Ron had ambi- 
tion. I even found myself becoming scorn- 
ful of the dreams Terry and I’d always 
shared—buying a little home back of the 
Baxter place, settling down and raising 
a family, 

“London, Paris, Berlin and New York,” 
Ron had said. Wonderful, glittering, glam- 
orous places. Places where you could live 
with comfort and ease and where you 
could know and enjoy magic undreamed 
of in Three Rivers. 

Ronald Dozier knew how to court a girl. 
He knew how to make you feel important. 
He swept me out of the stream of living 
to which I had become accustomed. In 
his sleek convertible, we left the too-fa- 
miliar scenes of the town, went to mysteri- 
ously-located, softly-lit road houses, to 
funny little cosmopolitan restaurants, to 
dances and theaters. 

He sent me flowers, 
Prettily-turned phrases 


school 
would 


besieged me with 
about my beauty, 


my intelligence and, most flattering to me, 
my sophistication. None of the girls in 
Three Rivers could compare with me in 
that respect, he vowed. He planted in me 
the idea that I was the only girl in town 
could match his big-time, big-city 
ideas, who could fit in as his partner in 
a life of lights, merriment and gracious 
living. 

Ron’s attentiveness and constant 
dates stirred up a hornet’s nest at home. 
Constantly, all I heard that I was 
betraying Terry. Dad tried to reason with 
me. Mom raved. The neighbors lifted 
eyebrows and jealous girls started bitter 


who 


our 


was 


gossip about me. 

I was defiant. I had finally broken 
down and told Ron all about Terry and 
me. Ron, with his terrific confidence, 
hadn’t taken that too seriously. He told 
me he thought Terry a very lucky fellow 
but that he didn’t see why our engage- 
ment should interfere with our friendship. 

This, added to the fact that Terry’s let- 
ters kept coming and that I wrote to him 
with reasonable regularity, lulled me into 
a belief that everything was above board 
and as it should be. 


TWO MONTHS the “good, clean 
continued. Then, one 
evening in a roadside inn, Ron began to 
close in on me. We were dancing. I was 
guiltily conscious of feelings about Ron, 
the same disturbing feelings which Terry 
had taught me to control. The music was 
insinuating. I had drunk 

Ron pressed me closer. 
Sue,” he breathed in my 


OR 


fun” with Ron 


sensuous and 
more than usual. 


“T want you, 


ear. “I want you—tonight.” 
“Oh, Ron, no!” I answered, alarmed. 


My alarm wasn’t so much because of his 
confession as it was because I knew that 

“IT couldn’t, Ron,” I 
“Tt wouldn’t be fair to 


I wanted him too. 
protested weakly. 
Terry.” 

He took my hand abruptly, led me off 
the dance floor, out into the quiet terrace 
in the rear. 

He faced me. 

“Is this fair to us, Sue?” 
“After all. don’t forget that 
forbid—may never come back. 


he demanded. 
Terry—God 
Life must 
I love you, 


go on. People have to go on. 
Sue. I love you and want you and if I 


can’t have you, this is it. I’m going to 
vanish out of your life tonight.” 

I stood there undecided. The next min- 
ute, his lips came down hard on mine. His 
hot breath made my breath come hard. 
He kissed me the way I’d always wanted 
Terry to kiss me. Where Terry had 
stopped, Ron went on. 

There was only one answer to what we 
had begun. Before I knew it, we were in 
Ron’s car, racing out to a secluded spot, 
Then we were clasped in each 
giving 


any spot. 
other’s arms, lying under the stars, 
way to pent-up emotions, possessing each 
other with wild, hysterical, abandoned pas- 
sion. All the tenderness and fury of feel- 
ing which I had wanted to give to Terry, 
I gave to Ron, 
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I cried like a baby when it was over. 
Cried because the inevitable result of my 
betrayal of Terry had happened. Cried 
because I knew there was that within me 
which was not strong enough to prevent 
its happening again and again. Cried be- 
cause now Ron was my master and I his 
slave and yet, deep down in my inner- 
most heart, I loved Terry. 

Yes, the good, clean fun was over. Now 
that Ron owned me—and knew it—his 
mask came off. He made no more pre- 
tense. He wanted me for one thing alone 
and some dam of passion which had burst 
in my personality had deluged and de- 
stroyed every ounce of my will. 

We didn’t go to any more roadhouses. 
[here were no more long drives. We met 
three or four times a week in a sordid little 
furnished room which Ron rented. We 
drank and loved, loved and drank. Id 
never believed before that two people 
bound with a common passionate desire 
could despise each other. 

But we did. I, because I knew that Ron 
hadn’t the least idea about marrying me; 
that he had led me on with a clever, cyn- 
ical campaign and that I had been a 
sucker. Ron despised me because he 
sensed my shame and knew I couldn’t find 
a way out. But the liquor flowed, the lov- 
ing went on and the gossip raged about us. 

[ stopped saving money for the bank 
account. I drew money to buy new 
clothes. New clothes were my defense, 
my badge of defiance against the hostile 
atmosphere at home, the vicious curiosity 
of my neighbors. I knew that I was 
wrong, but I was going to be in style. 

Then, to tip the scales, Terry stopped 
writing. I was certain someone had writ- 
ten to tell him what I was doing. Maybe 
it was better this way, I rationalized. 
After all, I could never dare to want Terry 
again, I had proved myself undeserving. 
But I was tortured, wondering what he 
thought of me. My dreams were haunted 
with his accusing eyes. 

Soon we learned that Terry had stopped 
writing temporarily because he had _ be- 
come a prisoner of the Communists. He 
lidn’t know what I had done, after all. 
ferry. my beloved Terry was still dream- 
ing about me, loving me, placing me on 
a pedestal I didn’t rate. 

And his longing now had for its setting 

dirty, filthy, inhuman prison camp. 
What a fool I had been! How rotten I 
had been! How wantonly I had destroyed 
true and tender love! 

The loving and the liquor and the gossip 
went on. 

hen, months later came the announce- 
ment that thrilled all America and sowed 
hope in thousands of hearts. The UN and 
the Communists had agreed on prisoner 
liberations. Three Rivers went wild with 
joy to learn that Terry’s name was on the 
list and as the joy increased, the hostility 
ind bitterness against me intensified. I 
was an outcast, a moral leper in the com- 
munity. 

Only one solace came to me in this try- 


IO 


ing period; that was the complete about- 
face of my parents. Placed on the defen- 
sive by the attitude of the community 
against me. Mom and Dad began to soften 
toward me; to act tender and forgiving. 
I don’t know what I would have done with- 
out them when, two days after Terry’s 
name was announced on the POW list, I 
learned that my sins had caught up with 
me. 

I knew all those familiar symptoms and 
reactions that tell a woman she is going 
to become a mother. I stumbled miserably 
out of the office of a doctor in a neighbor- 
ing community, his words of confirmation 
ringing in my ear like a death bell. 

I should have known better than to even 
bother calling on Ron. When I told him, 
at first, he made a joke of it. 

“You're just getting morbid about your 
hero returning. The conquering hero who 
conquered everyone but you.” 

“No, no, Ron, this is serious. It’s true. 
I’ve been to the doctor,” I insisted. 

A scowl went over his face. 

“You're a little fool.” he said. ‘Why 
did you let a thing like this happen. Smart 
girls don’t have babies. This will kill my 
grandfather.” 

I stared at this selfish monster in utter 
disbelief. I knew he was cynical. cruel and 
a hypocrite with a thin veneer of charm. 
But I had never dreamed he could sink so 
low. 

If I’ve had one fine moment in the midst 
of all the mess, I had it when I drew my- 
self up to my full height and told Ron: 
“Just forget that I mentioned it, Ron. You 
don’t owe me anything. In fact, I’m grate- 
ful to you for teaching me the true mean- 
ing of the word sophistication.” 

Then I went straight to Mom and Dad. 
I told them all about Ron. I confessed to 
them that he had made me realize, too 
late, of course, that such persons as he and 
I weren’t worthy to live in a world with 
sweet, honorable people like Terry. 


Mom and Dad have stood by me through. 


out it all. There was no weeping, no re- 
criminations or rebukes when they learned 
I had disgraced the family in such a way 
that the whole town would be certain to 
know. 

Since coming to this home I’ve gone 
through the torture of reading the news. 
paper stories, The interviews of Terry in 
Korea; how he talked about me_ so 
happily; the story of an alert reporter who 
uncovered the true situation and wrote how 
Terry would be coming home to face a 
faithless sweetheart. My picture was plas. 
tered across the front pages for all the 
world to know—all the world except Terry, 
The papers said he didn’t know yet. 

Ron made a weak offer to marry me. 
Mom told me how Dad informed him: 
“Our daughter doesn’t want to marry you. 
She doesn’t need pity. She has us.” 

Relieved, Ron hastily left town. 

The nurse has just brought me an en- 
velope. Inside is a scribbled note on plain 
stationery, The handwriting is Terry’s. 

“Dear Sue,” it reads: “Please keep all 
the money in the ‘treasury.’ You'll need 
it. You and the baby. I hope it’s a boy. 
The folks and I are going away for a trip. 
It’s probably best this way for now. If it 
means anything, Sue, I never stopped lov- 
ing you and I never will. Terry.” 

There’s a P. S. here. It says: “I need 
some time to think, Sue, and maybe after 
I do, things can work out right after all. 
Just maybe, darling.” 

It’s too much to hope that this means 
some day Terry and I are going to be back 
together again. I don’t deserve it. But, if 
I ever get another chance, Ill never cheat 
and lie again. 

And—as for being sophisticated—well, 
I'm going to look up the very opposite 
meaning of that word for the opposite, 
whatever it may be, is what I want to be 


all the rest of my life. THE END 





Dearly Beloved 

(Continued from Page 5) 
white man. I know that he loves me be- 
cause he expresses it in every possible 
way. Even though I am sure of his love. 
I still can’t answer his questions about 
marriage. I have seen what can happen 
when people of different races marry and 
I love him so desperately that I wouldn’t 
want anything to happen to our love. 
Should I take a chance by marrying this 
man or should I seek a mate of my own 
race? Loretta C. W. 
Dear Loretta C. W.: 

Don’t let the fear of unpleasant public 
opinion interfere with your happiness. 
Mixed marriages are common nowadays 
and yours will be no exception. Marry 
your chosen mate and you'll find more 
happiness than if you sought out a Negro 
man just because of conventionalities. 

Mixed marriages, however, stand a 
greater chance of survival in large cities 
where interracial marriages are accepted 
more readily. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I first started loving Guy in the ninth 
grade. We went steady for two years and 
then he started changing. He would 
make dates with me and then break them. 
We finally broke up but I still loved him. 
\fterwards, I began dating other fellows 
trying to forget Guy, but I just couldn't. 
Last May when I asked him to my junior 
prom he accepted and told me he would 
always love me. Many of his boy friends 
have told me that he respects me because 
I'm decent and that I’ve always been true 
to him. Even the girl he is going with 
now wrote me and said that Guy still 
What I want to know is how 
Joanie 


loves me. 
can | forget him. 
Dear Joanie: 

The best way to forget Guy is to sub- 
merge yourself in activities that leave you 
little time to dwell in self-pity. Obvious 
ly. the boy no longer cares for you or he 
would do something about making you 4 
bit happier. There are other boys in 
the world and you should not let one 
cause you that much trouble. 
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(Continued from Page 19) 


The next morning I was in no better 
state of mind. Mom and Dad had noticed 
my pre-occupation at dinner the night be- 
fore. Mom gave me worried 
glances as I lolled listlessly about the 
house. 

“You didn’t call Lane last night, son,” 
she reminded me gently. I was in the 
habit of talking with Lane every evening. 

Lane’s very name was an irritation to 
me- irritation by the deep- 
rooted guilt I felt. 


several 


an caused 


“Gee, Mom,” I answered _illogically. 
“It's silly running up a phone bill 


talking to the same girl every night.” 

Mom’s eyes widened but she said noth- 
ing, just went on with her ironing. 

But minutes later Lane phoned me. 

“How'd it go, honey?” she wanted to 
know. “Why didn’t you call me?” 

I answered her questions mechanically. 
I didn’t even try to cover up the fact that 
I didn’t feel like talking with her. 
tried bravely to ignore my attitude. Final- 
ly, she asked: “Joey, don’t you feel well? 
Is something wrong?” 

I don’t know where I summoned up the 
gall to be nasty to Lane. But I told her 
sharply: “Heck, Lane. can’t you tell when 
someone doesn’t feel like being bothered.” 

There was a brief, telling silence from 
her end of the receiver. 

“Oh,” she said. “Oh, all right. Joey. I 
won't bother you again. I'll wait for you 
to call.” Then she added pathetically. “I'll 
be waiting, Joey.” 

“Okay, Lane,” I told her. Then I hung 
up. 

Lane was gone from my mind the min- 
ute the receiver clicked down. 

I went back into my room to think. I 
had to face myself. I was acting like a 
guy in love. Absurd, I said to myself. 
How could you love a girl you'd met only 
once, a girl who was obviously in the big 
league and who had just been having fun 
at your expense while her bigshot boy 
friend waited for her in a bigshot car. 
But I remembered again the exciting fire 
of Cinnamon. I knew I would never for- 
get her, that I must see her. 

I had a sudden inspiration. | 
phone Tan and get her address. It 
that simple. I rushed through the kitchen, 
gave Mom a big, bright smile as 
turned from her sewing machine, headed 
straight for the phone. My happy assur- 
ance almost faded as I heard the 
woice of a switchboard operator. 

Stammering a bit, I identified myself as 
one of the models who had worked there 


Lane 


would 
was 


she 


cool 
















Around the Clock—Around the Year 


Two Way Tavera 


n Coat ress 


With Reversible $9 98 


Skirt Panel 
Detachable Ascot 





Fashion-right—and a 
universal favorite! 
Two-way coat dress of 
preferred Taffeta in black or 
navy with white striped ascot 
and reversible skirt panel. Stand- 
up notched collar is a perfect 
setting for jewelry, accessories 
—or the striped ascot. Cuffed 
sleeves—crisply full, self-belted, 
gathered skirt. Wear the 
button-in skirt insert either 
way—striped side out or 
plain side out. An outstanding 
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value. Choose Soire Black 
with Black and White 
Striped ascot and panel 
—or Navy with Navy and 
White ascot and panel. 
Sizes 10, 12, 14, 16, 18, 20, 22. 


COMPLETE SATISFACTION GUARANTEED OR MONEY REFUNDED 
MAME EXTRA SSS e eee eee? 
MONEY § Please ship me Harford Frocks Model No. 1011 at $9.98 each, 


as listed below: 
in spare time, showing 
friends and neighbors 
Harford Frocks in full 
color with actual samples 
of fabrics— with plan to 
receive your own dresses 
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(We pay postage) plus postage and C.O.D. charges 








without cost. Check Name. 
coupon for Presentation. Address. 
HARFORD FROCKS. Inc. City State 





Dept. K-2517 
Cincinnati 25, Ohio. 


O please send full Style Presentation 
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' CSL IMITATION 


> o peng 7 : 
eee * °7- DIAMOND RINGS 
£$1.95 2% $2.95 


8 high industries in wages. 

»asonable, but year ‘round good both for 

field for trained and experienced men. Beautiful Solitaire and Wedding 

Thorough basic spare time home study By gy wr Ay és 

course lays solid foundation. If you have Plate or Sterling Silvee. SEND NO 
aptitude for this type of work, send for MONEY. Pay Postman on delivery 

> Booklet, “Opportunities in Com- Plus Federal Tax and postarce 

ial Baking.” charges on Money-Back Guarantee. 

Clark Ring Co., Dept. 1818 
2349 Milwaukee Av., Chicago 47, Ill. 
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NATIONAL BAKING SCHOOL 
635 Diversey Pkwy., Dept. 3236, Chicago 24, 





Amazing New I Money-Making Plan! 
| Sample Kit FREE! a 


Make spare-time money this easy 
pleasant way! All your friends and 
neighbors will be delighted to order 
this new kind of lovely Nylon Hosiery 
and Nyla-Crepe Lingerie when they 
see the many wonderful features and 
















Nyla-Crepe 


LINGERIE 


IN 46 SIZES 


Guaranteed 


NYLON 


HOSIERY 
















Women rave with joy 
when they see these fa- 
mous nylons, knitted in our 
own mills in 52 leg-sizes to 
fit every size and shape leg. 
Sheer, lovely stockings 
wear longer, they fit better. 
3 pairs guaranteed 3 
months against snags, 
runs, tears, holes—or 
new nylons FREE! 





low prices. Get your personal nylons 
without paying a penny, to wear and 
show. It’s simple, easy, fun, and re- 
quires no experience. 

Doesn’t Cost a Penny to Try 
Send your name and address today for 
valuable Sample Kit, containing actual 
stocking, style display, fabric samples, 
and complete plan. Absolutely FREE 
to You! Write us today! 


AMERICAN HOSIERY MILLS, Dept. 8-162 


indianapolis 7, Indiana 








Made of new miracle 
fabric in 46 sizes to fit 
every figure like made- 
to-order. Launders 
exquisitely, without 
ironing. Send your 
name and we'll mail 
you complete style dis- 


play and actual sample © 


fabrics . . . Absolutely 
Free. Write today! 





























Don’t Be 


SKINNY 


New Way Quickly 
PUTS POUNDS 


and INCHES FIRM 


FLESH on Scrawny 
Skinny Figures 


NOT A SUGARY TONIC, 
NO FISHY OILS, 
NO RICH FOODS 


If you are skinny, thin and underweight write today for 
WATE-ON. Anyone in normal health may easily gain 5 pounds 
10 pounds ... 20 pounds and more so fast it’s amazing. 
WATE-ON is not a medicine .. . it isn’t intended to cure any- 
thing. Instead it’s an utterly new kind of concentrated food 
loaded with easier to digest calories. It's HOMOGENIZED! 
Growth vitamin D and quick energy dextrose added. Cheeks 
fill out, neck and bustline gain ... 
figures that need these extra calories fill out all over the body. 
GAINS OF 5 POUNDS IN 7 DAYS REPORTED 

Because individuals vary you must try WATE-ON yourself to 
see what it may do for you. Each daily dose is as rich in calories 
as many a Skinny person's regular meals. For men, women, 
children, convalescents. If condition persists, see your doctor. 
— TEST 

SEND NO MONEY joavrs 
Eat weight maintaining meals and for extra calories send for 
WATE-ON. Pay $3.00 plus C.0.D postage on arrival on guar- 
antee of satisfaction from first bottle or money back. Cash 
orders shipped postage paid. NOT SOLD IN DRUG STORES, 


WATE-ON COMPANY, Dept. 189 
230 N. MICHIGAN CHICAGO 1, ILLINOIS 
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Our beautiful designs sell them- 
Show them to your friends 
and neighbors and watch the money 
roll in! 
SEND TODAY FOR FREE SAMPLES 
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NoW...COLOR yOUR HAIR 


it ye 
BLACK...give i 
SET SIONAL jook...at Home! 












Tonight, watch streaked, gray, dull, faded, burnt 
and lifeless hair disappear with BLACK 
STRAND Hair Coloring. See how BLACK 
STRAND imparts a new shiny, lustrous, lovely 
appearance to your hair. . . easily, evenly. Only 
occasional touch-ups necessary at partings, tem- 
cs and roots as hair grows out. Easy, simple 

rections in every package. Guaranteed to bring 
the joy of youthful-looking jet black hair tonight, 

your money back. Only 75¢ plus tax. At 
Druggists Everywhere! 


BLACK STRAND 
5 SHADES ... Jet Black—Black—Dark ° 
Brown—Medium Brown—Light Brown 


STRAND PRODUCTS CO. 
Dept. 723-L, 118 S. Clinton, Chicago 6, Ill. 


SKINNY underweight | 





the previous day. I lied rapidly that Cin- 
namon had given me her address and 
phone number. that I had a date with her 
for that afternoon. but had misplaced the 
information. The operator said she would 
switch me to the editorial department. 
After a brief wait, I recognized the tone- 
less voice of the editor who had directed 
the modelling. 

“Look, son,” he asked. 
one who wants Miss Lewis’ 

“Yes.” I agreed eagerly. 

“Well, I can’t give it to you,” he de- 
clared. “I'm but it’s against the 
company policy to give out those names, 
addresses or phone numbers.” 

“But.” I began to _ protest 
pointedly. 

The editor interrupted me. 

“Tell you what I can do,” he offered. 
“we'll be glad to notify Miss Lewis that 
you want to contact her. We have your 
home phone in our files and we'll let her 
have it if she requests it. Not the usual 
procedure, but we'll go along this time.” 

“Thanks. Thanks a lot.” I told him. 
Then I hung up. Thanks for nothing, I 
thought. I was positive Cinnamon wouldn’t 
call me. 

Like it or not, I would have to forget 
Cinnamon. It was probably for the best. 
I knew very well I couldn't rate with her 
or travel in the fast company she was 
used to. 

I went back to my room, dressed 
and went out into the street. walked over 
to South Parkway and rode down to 47th 
Street. Guess I’d pick up on the show 
at the Regal. Nothing else to do. The 
idea wasn’t a good one. The antics of a 
comic, which convulsed and delighted the 


“Are you the 
939 


address? 
sorry, 


disap- 


got 


audience. only disgusted me. Not even 
Count Basie’s band. a favorite of mine, 
nor the wild routines of the chorines 


moved me. My mind was on Cinnamon 
and, as hard as I fought. I couldn’t come 
back to earth. I had it bad. 

It was early evening when I put my’ key 
in the door at home. Going down the hall 
I noticed a message slip on the little 
telephone table. My thoughts raced craz- 
ily, but I deliberately calmed myself. 

“Tt couldn’t be.” I scoffed, trying to 
keep from being too disappointed. But 
it was for me. It was written in Mom’s 
handwriting. Miss Lewis had called and 
left her number. I was trembling all over 
as I dialed excitedly. The clear voice, 
cool as a shower, came over the line. 

“The Lewis residence.” Cinnamon said. 

I gulped, recovered myself and_ re- 
sponded weakly. 

“Cinnamon? This is Joey. 


Joey Webb. 


The fellow who modelled with you at 
Tan.” 

“Hello. darling.” she answered. The 
sweet name made my head whirl. I was 


drifting on my favorite cloud. 

“T called because I want to see you. be- 
cause I’ve been thinking about you ever 
since yesterday. Can I see you Cinnamon? 
Can I?” 

I knew I sounded like a 


fool. Yet I 


didn’t know whether to grin or be mor- 
tally insulted as her light laugh floated 
over the line. I waited until she stopped, 

“Excuse me, sweet.” she said finally, 
“but you kill me. You sound so eager. 
beaver. Not your cool, cool self today. 
are you, lover. Of course you can see me, 
Make it tonight at eight o’clock. I live in 
the Rosenwald Apartments.” 

My wildest dreams had materialized. 

“Eight on the dot. Cinnamon,” I agreed. 

“Bye. honey,” she answered. then hung 
up without waiting for my reply. 

I was in a perfect haze of happiness. | 
turned from the phone. thinking I would 
go straight to my room and get sharp for 
my first date with Cinnamon when the 
phone rang again. Almost mechanically | 
picked up the receiver. 

It was Lane. A penitent Lane. She 
wanted to apologize for being so hasty 
this morning. She should have realized 
that everyone has irritable moods when 
he doesn’t feel like conversation. She was 
sorry. She wanted me to come over. 

“T can’t. Lane.” I said abruptly. I was 
so filled with thoughts of Cinnamon that 

didn’t even’ realize how my next words 
would sound. “I can’t. I’ve got a date.” 

“Oh, I see, Joey.” Lane said slowly. 
There was an awkward pause and _ then 
she hung up. 


I shouldn't have been so short with 
Lane. I reproached myself as I got 
dressed. I shouldn’t have told her I had 


Lane wasn’t the 
Lane wasn't 
She was 

I'd call 


a date just like that. 
who would understand. 
sophisticated—like Cinnamon. 
sweet, sure, but old-fashioned. 
Lane tomorrow and apologize. 

Resisting Mom’s plea to have some din- 
ner before going out, I finished dressing 
and scooped a ten dollar bill and some 
change out of the drawer. Ten dollars, 
I reflected. was enough to take Lane out 
three times. But Cinnamon—she was dil- 
ferent. One ought to buy flowers for Cin- 
namon. Five bucks, that would be. Then 
I'd still have enough for show fare and 
perhaps even a cab. 


type 


NSWERING her doorbell, Cinnamon 
** almost took my breath away. She was 
wearing an exhilarating form-fitting suit 
of dark blue. Her hair gleamed like a 
crown. A breath of some wild perfume 
wafted my way. 

“Gee. you’re beautiful.” I blurted with 
unguarded enthusiasm. I handed her the 
flowers. 

“How sweet of you.” 
She led me into the living 

Her apartment was the last 
luxury. She introduced me to her sister, 
Jean, who looked so much like her it was 
unbelievable. Jean was older though. more 
subdued. Her date. a tall, silent. well- 
dressed fellow, pleasantly acknowledged 
Cinnamon’s introduction. Jean and _ he 
were getting ready to leave for the loop 
to see a play. 

“Why don’t you and Cindy join Ray 
” Jean invited. “I think you can 


Cinnamon said. 
room. 
word in 


and me? 
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get seats for the show.” 


still 


I shot a quick, apprehensive look at 


Cinnamon. I was thinking of the five 
bucks in my pocket, all I had left after 
buying the flowers. To my intense relief, 
Cinnamon refused. 

“No, no, hon. You and Ray run along,” 
she said. “Joey and I have to get ac- 
quainted.” 

My pulse raced as she gave me a mean- 
ingful look. 

Her sister and Ray left. 

They had hardly closed the door behind 
them when Cinnamon came over to me, 
took my hand and led me to the long, low 
couch. 

“When I said we had to get acquainted, 
honey, I meant it,” she crooned in a low, 
husky tone. She stretched out on the 
couch, letting her head fall back on my 
knees. Her eyes went shut and her lips 
invited. I leaned over and crushed them 
at first tenderly, then harder, harder. It 
seemed that iron bands that had held my 


heart with anticipation had snapped, let- 
ting a sharp, thrilling freedom flow like 


bursting waters from a broken dam. 
“Cinnamon, Cinnamon,” I whispered, 
nuzzling her ear with my “be my 
own baby, won’t you?” 
I gasped with shock and amazement at 
She sprang up from the 


nose, 


her next action. 
couch, stood in the middle of the floor and 
looked at me with the very devil in her 
smoky eyes. 

“Let’s go out, Joey,” 
ly. “Let’s go see people and hear sounds 
and be Let’s do the DeLisa 
and some other spots and come home in 
time to steal somebody’s milk.” 

Her sudden change of mood maddened, 


she cried feverish- 


somebody. 


infuriated, confused me. But it intrigued 
me too. pulled me deeper into the quick- 
sand of my infatuation. On the other 
hand. I was alarmed at her suggestion 


and for very practical reasons. If I'd had 
a million dollars I’'d have laid it at her 
feet. 

But I only had five and her 
for the evening made a five-spot seem 
silly. Miserably, I groped for words to 
explain, but Cinnamon didn’t me a 
chance. 

“You're thinking 


program 


give 


about money,” she 
declared. “Forget it, sweets. That’s one 
thing I never run out of. Never.” 

She whirled, went to a curved end table, 
lifted the top off a little cigarette box and 
extracted some bills. She came back and 
held out two crisp twenties. 

“Here, sugar,” she said. “You sit right 
here and remember me while I go powder 


” 


up. 


I sat there, the money in my hand. But 
I wasn’t remembering Cinnamon. I was 


remembering a carelessly elegant guy in 
a Cadillac who had waited for her outside 
the Tan office. I was wondering whether 
this was his money, whether Cinnamon 
was after all, bought and paid for, amus- 
ing herself with me and willing to pay 
for the amusement with another man’s 
gifts, 


I thought of all the times I had talked 
smart-alec talk with the fellows at school, 
wishing and hoping for the day when I 
could find “a chick who will give me her 
money, buy me clothes and love me a lot.” 
I found that I didn’t want to think of 
Cinnamon that way. 

I was in love with her and her quick, 
intense ways only made me love her more. 
I couldn’t question her. I just had to do 
whatever she said. I hated myself for it. 
And I loved That was the beginning. 

I was walking on air as I helped Cinna- 
mon out of a cab in front of the DeLisa. 
I was conscious of the heads that turned 
as the waiter took us to our table. We 
ordered a bottle of scotch and some soda. 
The band crashed into warm music. We 
looked into each other’s eyes and didn’t 
speak. We danced, cheek to cheek, bodies 


as one, to the sensuous rhythm of the 
band. 
But this paradise couldn’t last. People 


drifted up to the table, people who called 
Cinnamon “darling.” She had the waiter 
bring more chairs. another table. The 
scotch and the music and the closeness of 
her made me immune to resentment of 
the presence of the others who were shrill 
and high. But I stiffened with something 
close to hatred when a new arrival strolled 


casually over to our table. It was, of 
course, the man of the long, sleek Cadillac. 

“Hey, baby.” he greeted Cinnamon 
lazily. 


I watched in disbelief as she tilted her 
pretty head to receive the light kiss he 


brushed across her lips. Cinnamon turned 


to me. 

“This is Warren, honey.” she an- 
nounced. 

Silently, grudgingly, I shook Warren’s 
hand. His keen eyes bored into mine for 


a second with a very faint dislike. Then 
he seemed to dismiss me as insignificant. 
“My pleasure,” he murmured. It 
sounded like sarcasm only not as import- 
tant as sarcasm. Maybe more like weary 
contempt. 

“Drinking?” 
had the feeling she was 
stealthy alertness. 

“Not me,” Warren told her. 
make a run. See you around. You too. 
old man.” he tossed in my direction. Then 
he was gone. I hated the tailored perfec- 
tion of his clothes, the superior way he 
carried himself. 

My seething 
over. I had to get Cinnamon alone. 
from this crowd. 

“Let’s dance, 
fiercely. 

She acted as she hadn’t even 
heard me. She up, beckoned to 
the waiter, then turned to me. 

“Let’s get out of here.” she said. 
she added intimately, “Let’s go 

The sensuousness of her voice, 


Cinnamon asked him. I 
watching both of 
us with 
“Got to 


boil 


away 


jealousy seemed to 


honey,” I suggested 
though 
stood 


Then 
home.” 
the look 
in her eyes sent a wave of wild delight 
coursing over me. I forgot about Warren 
. . . Cinnamon wanted to be alone with 


me. A minute ago I could have killed her. 
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Now I wanted her in my arms. 

In the cab I put my arm around her. 
She nestled against my shoulder. Ques- 
tions about Warren wanted to crowd to 
my lips. but I restrained myself. The 
night was young. There'd be plenty of 
time. Not only for questions. but time to 
hold her close to me again. 

I was in the act of paying the driver 
in front of her house. when Cinnamon 
told me. 

“Please don’t come up tonight. Joey. 
You might as well keep the cab and save 
yourself the trouble of calling another. 
I'm pretty tired. honey. Call me_ to- 
morrow.” 

Before I could protest. she had pecked 
me on the cheek and vanished inside her 
doorway. I was left. thwarted. humiliated. 
looking at the driver who was trying to 
make believe he hadn't heard. 

For all the sleep I got that night. I 
might as well have sat up in an armchair. 
I had fitful. crazy portions of dreams. I 
was kissing Cinnamon. wrapped in her 
arms. Then. suddenly. I was out in the 
middle of the street outside of her apart- 
ment house. A car swooped down on me. 
a long Cadillac. knocking me for a loop. 

Before I descended into the black un- 
consciousness. I heard the sound of Cin- 
namon’s hysterical. evil laughter. floating 
from an open window in her apartment. 
I awoke. bathed in sweat. horrified. un- 
able to close my eyes again. 

The nightmare became insignificant 
with morning. For wasn’t this the day 
was to call Cinnamon. I wanted to phone 
her right after breakfast but I remem- 
bered how she had once laughed at me 
for being “too eager.” I'd wait until after- 
noon—early afternoon. In my room. alone. 
I rehearsed how I'd change my tactics. 

I'd be forceful with her. I wouldn't let 
her continue making a fool of me. carry- 
ing me up to the heights of ecstasy. then 
dashing me to the rocks with her violent 
changes of mood. She needed firm han- 
dling. I argued. 

Promptly at one o'clock, 
namon’s number. 

“Hello. sweetie.” 
All my carefully-laid plans about being 
casual evaporated. 

“Hello. Cinnamon.” I said anxiously. 
“Look, honey. I’ve got to see you tonight.” 

“What's so vital that you just have to 
see me tonight?” 
voice. Then. without waiting for my an- 
swer. she went on. “It just happens I 
have a date for tonight. 
and the night after. 
of weeks. dear.” 

I could hardly believe my ears when 
her receiver clicked down. That was one 
habit of hers I had to break. I determined 
grimly. Being so high-handed. not waiting 
for what I had to say. ordering me around 
like an imperious queen. Guiltily. I real- 
ized that she had done to me exactly 
what I had done to Lane. But I dismissed 

the thought. I didn’t want to think about 
Lane. Mom had already made a couple of 





I dialed Cin- 


she greeted me. 


she asked in a teasing 


tomorrow night 
Call me in a couple 


significant hints about folks needing to 
be careful about hurting other folks who 
loved them. 

My thoughts reverted to Cinnamon’s 
casual, almost insulting treatment of me, 
Slowly an anger against her rose within 
me. But some last shred of intelligence 
told me I ought to be angry at myself, 
What was this strange power Cinnamon 
had over me? Maybe she thought | 
couldn't wait two weeks to see her. Well, 
I'd show her. I wouldn't call her for two 
weeks exactly. 

When I did see Cinnamon again. I de. 
cided. I'd be ready to deal with her. First 
place. ['d have my own money. Maybe 
she thought that spending her money on 
me gave her a right to be so independent. 

I began scheming. For some time. Dad 
had been after me about taking a job at 
the wholesale toy factory where he 
worked. I had scorned the idea. prefer- 
ring to wait for the head busboy job Id 
obtained at a Negro summer dude ranch 
in Michigan. But things were different 
now. I needed money and fast. 

When Dad came in the door that night, 
| was waiting impatiently. He was. sur. 
prised about my wanting to go to work 
with him the next day. but pleased. 

I hated the job. It was humdrum and 
routine. There weren't any fellows my 
age working in my department and. even 
though Dad is swell. I got bored eating 
lunch with him and his cronies. They 
talked about nothing but politics and the 
job. The pay was high though. and | 
spent most of my time planning what a 
ball I could have with Cinnamon, how 
much Id impress her. 

Lane didn’t call any more. but the dirty 
looks I got from mutual ex-school buddies 
of ours let me know that the story of 
the rotten deal I had given her was going 
the rounds. Mom’s gently disapproving 
remarks indicated that she and Lane had 
been talking. Dad was swell about the 
whole thing. He pretended to know noth- 
ing. although I was positive he and Mom 
had discussed 


(THERE'S NOTHING to give a young 

guy like me confidence more than his 
first really adult job. I was doing my 
work well and getting along with every- 
one splendidly. This fact made me feel 
more secure about my coming date with 
Cinnamon. I knew I would be able to 
assert myself and straighten out things so 
that she would understand that I wasn't 
for a whole lot of foolishness. 

When the two weeks were up. I had 
this fortified confidence and. to add to 
that, after I'd given Mom some _ house 
money, I had over one hundred dollars 
left. I didn’t call Cinnamon the morning 
of the day when the time was up. I exer- 
cised that much control because I was 
— to be real diplomatic and cool when 

called her that evening. 

As usual, she upset my applecart by 
doing the unexpected. 

I was eating dinner after work when 
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the phone rang. It was Cinnamon calling 
me. I hate to admit it, but the very fact 
that she thought enough of me to beat 
me to the punch unnerved and upset me. 

“Where’ve you been all my life?” she 
demanded petulantly just as if she hadn't 


given me the brush the last time we 
talked. 

“Why. Cinnamon, I thought. > I be- 
gan weakly. 

She ignored my words completely. 
“Can you come over tonight?” she 
asked. “I want you to take me some- 
where. Eight-thirty.” 


I struggled with my pride for one im- 
portant second. It was on the tip of my 
tongue to shock her, to rock her back off 
her easy confidence. I wanted to tell her 
I couldn’t see her, that I was busy, to 
suggest that she call again. But I 
dared not take the chance. I might lose 
any chance I had with her. 

“Fight-thirty. it is.” I agreed and, walk- 
ing into my room to get dressed, I felt 
like a perfect jackass. 

Cinnamon was sweet to me when I got 
to her house. She was. I realized, acting 
as though she was starved for the sight 


me 


of me. Her sister was out. ‘We were 
alone. She kissed me with a _ violence 
which almost took me off guard. I was 


compensated for all the longing and de- 
sire of the two long weeks as we made 
passionate love to each other. 

Not all the intensity of our lovemaking 
could make forget the disturbing 
thoughts in my mind. however. I pushed 
her away from me in the middle of a 
dangerous embrace and asked: “Cinna- 
mon, what about Warren? What’s be- 
tween you and him?” 


me 


I saw a sly look come into her eyes. 
She tossed her head. 
“Who wants to talk about Warren 


now?” she demanded. “Aren’t you having 
an interesting time?” 

I refused to be thwarted. 

“I’ve got to know what the 
baby,” I said firmly. “I want you to tell 
me about Warren.” 

She looked at her watch, 
start. 

“It’s getting late, darling,” she 
“We'd better get going. You'll find 
about Warren. He’s just a friend, a good 
friend. You'll like him when you know 
him better. You’re going to get a chance 
to know him better, too. We’re going to 
his place tonight.’ 

An insane fury collected, inside of me. 
Was I dealing with some insidious, beau- 
tiful maniac? Did Cinnamon think 
could play with me as if I were a toy? 

“We’re going where?” I almost shouted. 

Cinnamon smiled at me, leaned over to 
me, cupped my head in her cool hands, 
looked straight into my eyes. 

“Silly, silly baby.” softly. 
“Warren, darling, has a real wonderful 
Place. After-hours place on Wabash. We're 


score 1s, 


gave a little 


said. 
out 


she 


she said 


going there to gamble—play poker. I love 
Poker. And I love you.” 
She kissed me, a daring, hard kiss. 
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Charges Or Send $1.50 with order. No more to pay. 





Your money back If you're not Pp y 


LANSON COMPANY Dept.TC-L-12 
400 Mulberry, Memphis, Tennessee 
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appearance! 


Don't you want a body that you won't be 
ASHAMED OF. Alluring-Seductive Curves may 
be yours this new easy way with NUWATE, that 
new wonder preparation that contains medically 
proven vitamins and minerals that may soon add 
pounds of firm flesh to your bones. 

How long have you suffered and been called 
SKINNY—SCRAWNY or BAG OF BONES? How 
long have you sat on the sidelines while LOVE, 
ROMANCE and excitement passed you by? 
Would you like to look into your mirror and see 
a healthy, well rounded body with curves where 
they belong. All this may be yours if you are 
underweight and in good health. Easy-to-take 
NUWATE may do wonders in a short time. Food 
will taste good again and you naturally will 
eat more. 

BE ONE OF THE CROWD AGAIN! 
With your new form and alluring, seductive 
curves you will be proud to mingle with friends. 
Use NUWATE to add charm and flesh to your 
arms, legs and body and you will soon have 
people | turn to look at you with new admiration. 
if, this is what you want then take advantage 
of our UNCONDITIONAL GUARANTEE. Resu ; 
must please or your money refunded immediately. 
Send your name and address right now. Enclose 
$2.00 in bills, check or money order for a full 
month's supply (triple size only $4.00). C 
orders are sent plus postal charges. 


ARROW CoO., 
363 Broadway, Dept. A3, New York 13, N.Y. 
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Then she jumped up and started out of 
the room. 

“[ll be ready in a minute,” 
out as she went. 

I was trembling, shaking with the re- 
action of her words and her kiss. What 
a fool I had almost made of myself. War- 
ren was just a friend. And if she was 
going to take me to his place, wasn’t that 
proof enough that she meant business with 


she called 


me? I all but had myself convinced, al- 
though a small, insistent warning was 


throbbing in my mind. 

Oh, don’t be a fool, Joey, I told myself. 
What more do you want? Here’s a beau- 
tiful girl who tells you she loves you, 
who makes love to you, who wants to take 
you some place where you can have fun 
—and you want to make a big, juicy issue 
of it. 

By the time Cinnamon had dressed, I 
was certain I had been wrong in all my 
doubts. The striking appearance she made 
helped out a lot. Minutes later we were 
at Warren’s apartment. It was in a slum 
neighborhood, in a ramshackle apartment 
house, but the apartment itself was one 
of those Hollywood-type places. Large 
rooms, plush furniture, tastefully-deco- 
rated. An obsequious houseboy opened 
the door for us, almost salaamed to Cin- 
namon, led us into the big living room 
and brought us cool drinks in tall glasses. 

Three or four couples were sitting 
around. In another room a record-player 
was going and couples were dancing. 

At a signal from Cinnamon, the house- 
boy conducted us down the hall into a 
back room. There were three tables, one 
long one with a green, felt top where six 
or seven men were playing dice—and two 
poker tables. Warren was nowhere in 
sight. 

A suave young man was dispensing 
poker chips. So this was Warren 
made his living. A professional gambler. 
I could that other things beside 
gambling went on in this dream apart- 
ment. Cinnamon opened her purse, handed 
me a roll of bills. 

“Get some chips, baby,” 

My big moment had arrived. 
the money back. 

“Tl get them,” 

She shrugged, 


how 


guess 


she directed. 


I handed 


I told her. 


then whispered. 


“Table stakes are fifty dollars, dear. 
You’d better take this money.” 
Fifty dollars, I thought, horrified. That 


would mean I’d have to use every cent I 
had to get stakes for both of us. But I 
couldn’t back down now. I took the five 
twenty-dollar bills out of my wallet, and 
received our chips. 

We took two places vacated by a couple 
and settled down to play. My luck was 


tremendous. I gambled as I never had 
before. Always I had been in penny ante 


hands, never 


But perhaps 


games, waiting for cinch 
taking too much of a chance. 
Cinnamon was good luck for me. 

Every daring play I made succeeded. 

I must have been several hundred dol- 
lars in the blue when Warren came in. 


“Hi, Joey,” he tossed at me casually, 

“Hi,” I replied curtly. 

“Looks like you’re breaking the game,” 
he commented pleasantly. 

“Doing all right,” I came back. I was 
waiting to see whether he would kiss 
Cinnamon again. I didn’t know what | 
would do if he did. He didn’t. 

Somehow I felt different about the game 
with Warren looking on. I kept my win- 
ning streak but I felt uneasy. Then | 
knew what I wanted to do. I wanted War- 
ren himself to get into the game. I wanted 
to show him up before Cinnamon. [| 
wanted to make a fool out of him at his 
own racket. The few Scotch and sodas 
I'd had made me reckless. 

I looked up at Warren and sounded off. 

“Doesn’t the boss ever play with the 


customers?” I asked sarcastically. 
Cinnamon shot me an _ apprehensive 
look. 


Warren looked me over coolly. He 
seemed about to say something equally 
nasty. Then he smiled, an evil smile. 

“Sure,” he answered evenly. “Sure. At 
special request.” 

He took his wallet out of his pocket, 
carelessly. offered his house man two one- 
hundred dollar bills. 

“Deal me in,” he said. 

In the next few minutes I learned a 
lesson in professional gambling. Warren 
played with the vicious efficiency of a 
rattlesnake. He let me win several pots 
which looked important to me. He used 
every trick of deception in the game. Then 
he got the hand which enabled him to 
make an utter fool out of me. He drove 
everyone else out of the pot and when 
he and I alone faced each other, he told 
me calmly. 

“Count your stack, Joey.” 

I knew I was going to lose. I knew he 
had me. I shot a desperate, appealing look 
at Cinnamon. then shoved all my chips in. 
I had a straight and that was a terrific 


hand, but not terrific enough for Warren’s 
heart flush. 
“Sorry, Joey,” he said in a mocking 


tone as he raked in my chips. “But the 
boss doesn’t play—except at request.” 

Everyone at the table laughed—every- 
one—including Cinnamon. 

I stared at her, unable to believe my 
eyes or ears. 

“Let’s go home,” I told her hoarsely. 

Cinnamon opened her mouth to reply, 
but Warren said quietly. 

“She’s not ready to go yet, Joey.” 

“Warren. . > Cinnamon pleaded. 

“Shut up, Cindy.” Warren told her. He 
said it in a low. controlled tone. but he 
said it like he had a perfect right to. 

And she shut up. 

Something inside of me exploded. I was 
high. All my money was gone. I was feel- 
ing like a fool and I knew now that 
Warren was more than a friend to the 
girl who had told me: “I love you.” 

I stood up, letting my chair crash back 
against the wall. I started around the 
table after Warren, my fists doubled, my 
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double-time. sneering 


doing 


heart His 
face grew large in front of me. I wanted 
to smash it in and then go somewhere 
and die. 
Cinnamon’s 
“Don’t be a fool, Joey,” 
ly. “That is, don’t be any more of a fool 


You’re a wild kid. You 


voice stopped me. 
she said harsh- 


than you are now. 


better leave now.” 

“It’s your fault,” Warren told her 
quietly. “You made him think he was 
aman. How was the poor child to know 


that you were using him for amusement 


with my baby? How was he to 


know he was just modelling for you when 


money, 


I was busy?” 

I whirled to look at Cinnamon. 
mation of all Warren had said was written 
all over her -face. 

All I wanted to do then 
of there. Blindly, 
hall. Somehow, I don’t remember exactly 


Confir- 


was get out 


I plunged down the 


how, | got my coat and hat from the 


houseboy. I had some change in my pocket 
enough to get a bus for home. 


DON’T KNOW why Lane took 
me back. I guess Lane is just one of 
those people who keep fools like myself 


ever 


from having to pay all the rest of our 
lives for the foolish, almost suicidal things 
we do when we go out in search of ex- 
citement, something new and different. I 


told her the whole story. 


“Funny, dear,” I told her. “I thought 
it was going to be just like a movie 


meeting her like that when we 
for a magazine. I 


scenario 
were both 
thought it was going to be a model love.” 


modelling 


Lane’s always right. And she was never 
right than “Yes, 
but what you forgot is that model 
outside. 


more when she said: 
Joey, 
beautiful 
like you and me.” 


-ideal 


doesn’t have to 
Model can mean ideal 
And that’s what Lane and I are- 
now that I’ve got my senses back. 


THE END 


mean 





Harlem to Hollywood 


(Continued from Page 11) 


escort. Like Josh, Herb wears black vel- 

buttonless shirts but adds a note of 
smartness to his costume by wearing black 
silk shantung or dinner trousers. When he 
booms his Basin Street, Flamingo, and his 
latest, Bayou, the chicks just unload their 
emotions. 

Tenor saxophone king Ben Webster has 
renounced the bottle completely. As a re- 
sult, he says, “I’m gonna live way past 60 
and I’m gonna be blowing on every note 
real loud on my way.” 


fofoo} 


One of the newer feuds among the stars 
is that between Dinah Washington and 
Jimmy Ricks, bass-singing leader of the 
famous Ravens. Seems it began following 
agame of tonk or “rise and fly” whist on 
the West Coast. Since then, neither has 
had much worthwhile to observe about the 
other. 


fofolo} 

A fixture at Chicago’s Flame Show Bar 
is Little Miss Cornshucks who is better 
than a Boris Karloff in delivering the 
“whammy” on late-hour audiences. The 
litle blues singer holds a degree in music 
from Wilberforce University. Cornshucks, 
whose real name is Mildred Cummings of 
Dayton, Ohio, appears on stage in a ging- 
ham dress and a huge straw bonnet. She 
carries a straw basket on her and 
walks in her bare feet. After her act, she 
bows off, comes back for her 
then at the conclusion of her showing, 
peels the wig off her head. Even the 
in the audi- 


” 


arm 
encore and 
Manischewitz-sodden males 


ence gasp in horror. Cornshucks’ natural 
hair is not as long as that of Eddie Vin- 


son, better known as Mister Cleanhead, 
who has no hair at all! 


tooo} 


One of Duke Ellington’s rabid 
hobbies is collecting pals for a free feed 
with him, picking up the $125 to $150 
tabs in off-the-beaten-path knuckle joints. 
A celebrated gourmet who habitually eats 
his meal after it has grown cold and after 
finished, Duke squired 
such a party to an eating place in Chicago 
operated by his violinist. Ray Nance’s 
older brother. Here’s how Duke recited 
his order: “Several bowls of that inde- 
scribable spaghetti. I'll take, let me see, 
more than nine. or you'd better make it 
17 yards of those magnificent chitterlings. 
On second thought, make it a total of 
three bucketfuls. I think my guests would 
just love some of those priceless black- 
eyed peas, so bring us a sufficient amount 
to have some left over. Now, I suppose I 
should do something about 
salad. Bring a heaping platter of those 
ravishing boiled spuds and vinegar along. 
And also please don’t neglect those per- 
fectly startling pigs feet. Say, bring about 
28 at the least, for a starter.” 


most 


everyone else is 


this potato 


jototo) 


When you talk about chorus girls and 
the length of time they have been beating 
the boards. you cannot leave out today’s top 
veterans — Chicago’s pretty little Freddie 
Cole and Harlem’s lovely Marion Egbert. 
Freddie, captain of the chorus line at Mike 
DeLisa’s cabaret. has been a chorine for 19 
straight years with little time off for any- 
thing else. Marion, now at the Savannah 
Club in Greenwich Village, has worked all 
of the top spots—the Cotton Club, Planta- 
tion, Small’s Paradise, Murrain’s, Club 
Ebony and is still showing the new chicks 
how it is done by one who knows. 








S100 : MONTH 
JUST FOR WEARING 


AND SHOWING 


LOVELY DRESSES! 


Ladies—here’s your chance to 
get beautiful dresses without 
_ paying a single penny! And 
make up to $100 in a month’ 
just by wearing and show- 
ing them to your friends. 
Take your choice of 150 
glorious models, given 
to you as a bonus. No 
obligation — no canvas- 
sing—no experience. It's 
our way of advertising 
our unbeatable styles. 
Everything sent FREE. 
Send your name, address 
and dress size on post- 
card. But hurry! This 
new plan is so popu- 
lar, openings are lim- 
ited 
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FASHION 
FROCKS, INC. 
Studio M-3144 

\ Cincinnati 25, O. 


“Suffered 7 years 
-then | found Pazo 
brings amazing relief!” 


says Mr. M. W., Los Angeles, Calif. 
Speed amazing relief from miseries of 
simple piles, with soothing Pazo*! Acts 
to relieve pain, itching instantly—soothes 
inflamed tissues—lubricates dry, hard- 
ened parts—helps prevent cracking, sore- 
ness—reduce swelling. You get real com- 
forting help. Don’t suffer needless torture 
from simple piles. Get Pazo for fast, won- 
derful relief. Ask your doctor about it. 
Suppository form—also tubes with per- 
forated pile pipe for easy application. 
*Pazo Ointment and Suppositories ® 


HAIR REMOVED 
Instantly 


Unwanted, superfluous hair : 
removed immediately from 
Face, Arms, Legs, with our 
wonderful HAIR REMOVER. 
Yes, you can actually remove 
hair above and BELOW the 
skin surface. It is harmless 
and leaves the skin soft, 
smooth and lovely to touch. 
WE GUARANTEE that we 
will refund your money if 
after the third application hair 









grows back, Priced at only 
$2.00. Triple Size $5.00. Rush 4 
your name and address. Enclose check, cash or 


money order or sent C.O.D. plus postal charges. 


bt C-275 


125 E. 46th St. 
New York 17, 


OPPORTUNITIES AHEAD! 
RAIN IN 


LAUREL CO. 





FOR A FUTURE 








Prepare for the big earning power of Diesel Trained 

len. Start learning at home, in spare time. UEIl’s 
easy, practical training covers all phases of DIESEL 
engine operation, fuel systems, auxiliary equipment, 
repairs and maintenance. Also new Scientific Auto 
Motor Tune-up. After home course, you come to Chi- 
cago for actual practice in UEI’s modern shop under 
experienced instructors, GET ALL THE FACTS FREE. 
WRITE TODAY! 


| UTILITIES ENGINEERING INSTITUTE 


| 2521 Sheffield Ave., Dep’ iCH-2, Chicago 14, Ill. | 
| iésew ‘pivision 

0.K.! Rush Full Facts | 
| NAMIC. ccc cece cocvcccccccessccees AMO... 00% | 
| FEV ECTEOLELELELETE TEC T TL. | 
| 0 ee en ee Zone..... State.....- | 
|. 0 Check here for information if you are under 17 « 





HUMANIA HAIR-DO'S 


Beautiful... 





fascinating new styles in WIGS and HAIR 
PIECES made of FINER HUMAN HAIR for women of ail 
ages. Prices listed are for shades of black, off-black and 
dork brown. Mixed grey at prices quoted. 
Since 1910, selling thousands on guarantee money- 
back basis. Compare Humania’s quality, styles, prices. 












No. 
20 
ALL AROUNDS 
Feather cut style. Will fit 
any head. Curls are cro- 
quinoled .. . $5.95 
Mixed grey $6.95 


= 106. 


BRAIDED SIDE PUFFS 
Two clusters ot price of 
one. Can be combed. 
Very low price, pr. $3.25 





Mixed grey, pair $4.25 





BOB WIG 


No. 1460. 


Flattering. 
Smart look- 
ing. Choice 
of part on 
either side 
or center. 
tiand made 
weft. only 
$21.00 















Mixed grey 
$24.00 


CLUSTER CURL 

GLAMOUR Style C 
Covers en- 
tire head. 
Made extra 
heavy ona 
Ya lined 
net founda- 
tion. ¢9.95 
Mixed grey 

$12.95 











No. 
290 





BOY. 12” wide. 








PAGE BOY No. 290 ea a 
BARGAI 12” wide, about) Large. Has nylon 
i 10” long, $4.95 net. 


No 


Glamorous, 








CLUSTER CURLS # 
10” long, 4” wide. De- 
signed in ‘V* een Out- # 
standing value... .6. | 
Mixed grey...... 7. 9 i 


R h t Mixed grey, Only 2.50 
a. * $1.95 . $6.95 ‘Mixed grey...3.50 
No, 54. i 
Luxurious * . 
VERSATILE | teipLE CURL PAGE BOY 





No. 51. Dressed with 
three rows of beautiful 
curls. Double weft. 11” 
wide... 95 


3. 
Mixed grey, $5.25 





into it to 
your own 
Made extra 





Mixed grey 


Humania’s Open Part 
GLAMOUR 


Gives real natural 
oppearance. Has 
double wavy hu- 
mon hair 18” long. 
Easily attached, ¢ 
Comb front hair 


on a 1/3 lined net 
foundation 10.95 





PONY TAIL 
No - 





k 
aa Distinctive style 
heavy that you will en- 

joy wearing on 
all occasions. _ 
low price — only 





FRE 
HUMANIA 


Write for your FREE copy Humania's 
new illustrated Hoir Style Booklet 


Sasa MAIL COUPON TODAY SL A Ge 


DEPT 9-F 303 Fourth Ave., New York 10, N. Y. 


HAIR CO. 





i Please send 
: 








= ) Send €.0.D. I enclose $1.00 deposit. | 
will pay balance to the postman, plus 
postage charge when delivered. 





C0 | enclose $ in full payment. You 
cre to pay all the postage charges. 
Name. 
Address 






















City and State. 


== When writing state color hair desired smn 











3 PROVED 


INDIAN FORMULAS 


By Indian 





INDIAN CHEMISTS 





i—JABOND!I HERB oo. — 
Pomade for LONGER 

2—WALNUT JUICE ale ‘Black- 
ener for Youthful BLACK HAIR. 

3—VITAMIN 
LIGHTER and SMOOTHER 
Complexion. 

Each article ~. Pa Cash or $1.50 


Chemist who knows 


Face Cream for a 


a x 223 
DETROIT si MICH. 
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Pretty 
Man 
Blues 





(Continued from Page 27) 


Every woman—perhaps from her early 
teens—has a picture in her mind of her 
ideal physical man. Seldom, if ever, does 
she find this ideal in the flesh. When she 
does, usually he belongs to someone else 
or is so far removed from her reach, or so 
utterly lacking in other qualities she de- 
sires, that she heaves a little sigh and for- 
gets about him. 

Jim was my physical dream man come 
to life. I knew it the moment he walked 
over to my desk and said: “Miss, do you 
manage singers?” 

I know I betrayed outwardly the up- 
heaval which took place inside of me. All 
the ease and sophistication of which I was 
so proud in business dealings deserted me 
as certainly as shells and bits of wood are 
washed away from a beach when great 
tidal waves rush in. 

I stared at the stranger with naked ad- 
miration in my eyes. I saw a bronze-com- 
plexioned face, full red lips, curly brown 
hair, eloquently brown eyes. I saw the proud 
set of broad shoulders, the athletic body 
tapering down to ideal hips, hands that 
looked strong and capable. 

He was the kind of man who causes a 
murmur in a crowd, who makes heads 
turn, who many women gaze upon admir- 
ingly and dismiss immediately with the 
decision: “Any man that pretty can’t be 
any good.” 

I gripped the edge of my desk, com- 
manded myself desperately to be composed 
as my visitor showed embarrassment under 
my scrutiny. 

“I’m sorry,” I said weakly. “I didn’t 
mean to be impolite, staring at you like 
that.” 

I decided that perhaps I could regain 
my dignity by appearing frank and pro- 
fessional. 

“You see, your coming in is a bit of a 
coincidence. It just happens you’re the 
type I’ve been seeking. In appearance, 
that is. Of course, whether you can sing is 
a different matter. We’re about to open a 
personal management division here. We’ve 
had a number of calls for male singers, 
attractive male singers.” 

I felt foolish, as though I were explain- 
ing my way out with too many words, with 
too much logic, 

The young man sent a broad smile my 
way. It was a big, beautiful smile, baring 
teeth of white, perfect evenness. I felt lost 
and dismayed before it. 

“Thanks for the compliment. miss,” he 
told me. 

Then I noticed something which upset me 


even more than my visitor’s striking looks, 
A warm, red, even flush was spreading its 
glow over the evenness of his bronze skin, 
This was a rarity, if ever. A handsome 
man who wasn’t so stuck on himself that 
he could be discomfited by a compliment, 

Mentally shaking myself, I became effi. 
cient, businesslike. 

“T don’t suppose there’s anything we 
can talk about until I know your name,” 
I said. “I’m Alberta Law.” 

“Jim Savage,” he told me. 

I invited him to have a seat, drew a 
memo pad in front of me and began ques- 
tioning him about his experience, personal 
background and other vital information. 

What I discovered, as a result of those 
questions, was enough to make me realize 
that the sane thing to do was to brush 
Mr. Savage off, promise to get in touch with 
him in a few days and then send him a 
polite note indicating that the agency would 
be unable to handle him. He had no train. 
ing, had worked nowhere as a singer and, 
from what I could discover, was a man with 
nothing but a hope and a job as a driver 
of a Fifth Avenue bus. 

No one had to tell me that personal 
management is a risky business. The small 
operator just entering it has to be like an 
astute gambler with a small pile of chips 
in front of him. The game should be played 
close to the chest. You can lose your shirt 
taking over talent because, when you do, 
that talent becomes as much your responsi- 
bility as a child is to a mother. 

In the case of a singer, there are coaches 
to be hired, arrangements to be purchased, 
street and stage wardrobes to be provided 
and a score of unanticipated expenses. It 
takes months before a promising young 
singer is ready for auditions and, even then, 
if and when he gets started, there is often 
a long lapse between engagements. 

Meanwhile he must eat, sleep and live 
and there are very few who can stand up 
under the strain of keeping a job in a 
completely different line while maintaining 
interest in their show business careers. 

Had I been in my right mind, right then 
and there, I would have told Jim Savage 
“so long.” Instead, I heard myself asking 
him: “How about letting me hear a small 
sample of your singing? There’s a dance 
studio right down the hall. They’ve got 
a piano.” 

The warm, brown eyes lit with eagerness. 

“Gee,” Jim Savage exclaimed. “Do you 
mean you'll really listen?” His eyes went 
floorward as he all but mumbled: “I had 
to get up my nerve to come in here to see 
you. I really didn’t think anything would 
come of it.” 

I was completely unnerved by his humil- 
ity. More to calm myself, I warned: “Let’s 
not jump to conclusions too fast now. I’m 
only promising to listen.” 

I led the way down the hall to Jerry 
Payne’s dance studio. Jerry was between 
classes. He looked up smilingly from the 
piano where he was working on a score 
sheet, cheerfully agreed to cooperate. 

Jim nervously launched into “Water 
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Boy.” His voice, at first shaky and unsure, 
was a rich, mellow tenor, adequate, but 
certainly not unusual. He finished, shot 
me a pleadingly hopeful look that said: 
“Please say I’m good.” 

Without waiting for me to say anything, 
however, he asked Jerry to play “Solitude” 
for him and did this wonderful old standard 
rather soulfully, looking straight at me all 
the while. I had a bad couple of minutes 
trying to appear professional and non-com- 
mittal. 

When he had finished, I said: “Suppose 
you go back into my office and wait for me 
a minute, Mr. Savage.” 

He nodded happily and left. 

I turned to Jerry. 

“What do you think, Jer?” I asked. “I 
don’t suppose I’ve mentioned to you that 
I've been considering going into manage- 
ment. This is an applicant.” 

Jerry’s fingers rippled idly over a few 
chords. 

“He’s decorative as a palm tree, Bert,” 
he admitted. “If he had an outstanding 
he’d be good bobby-sox craze ma- 
terial. But, honey. he doesn’t know how to 
sell a song. If he does, you can’t prove it 
by me. He needs scads of training. I'd 
say, get yourself a faster horse for the first 
race. You know the first one can prove 
awfully expensive.” 

Inodded miserably. Jerry’s criticism was 
sound. Yet, with a sinking feeling, I knew 
that it was going to be a long time before 
I listened to common sense again, even 
from my own eonscience. 

Defensively, I told Jerry: 
right. Only, think of it this way. 
every youngster who wanted to get into 
show business was turned down simply be- 
cause of lack of experience and training. 
The bobby-sox possibilities are something 
these days, you know. Look at Billy 
Eckstine. I wonder if I shouldn’t think it 
over.” 

Jerry shrugged. His shrewd eyes seemed 
to be reading behind my impractical 
reasoning. 

“Give it plenty of thought, 
warned. “Plenty.” 

I'll put him off, I promised myself, walk- 
ing slowly down the hall, back to my office. 
I'll promise him nothing, say he'll hear 
from me. The old “don’t call us, we'll call 
you” routine. Then maybe I'll be able to 
think more clearly, to forget how fine his 
shoulders, how slim his hips, to remember 
that the doe-soft eyes mean a sharp curve 
ahead, danger as I’ve never known danger 
before on the smooth road my life has been. 

But I didn’t sell myself. I went down 
fighting as I opened my office door, went 
down fighting before the child-eager light 
in Jim’s eyes, the unspoken pleas on his 
lips, the big, graceful beauty of him stand- 
ing there inviting me to become his hope, 
his destiny. 

Ironically, because I hated myself for the 
impulsive, unreasoning decision I had 
made, I snapped at him curtly, almost 
brutally: “I think I’m willing to take a 
chance on you, Mr. Savage. Can 
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arrange to get in here tomorrow afternoon 
about this same time to discuss details and 
sign a contract?” 

A smile of gratitude swept across his 
face. 

“Can 1?” he echoed. “Oh, can I. Miss 
Law, you don’t know what you're doing for 
me.” 

He was standing directly in front of me. 
His brown eyes bored deep into mine as he 
promised. “You'll never regret it, Miss 
Law. You never will.” 

Jim Savage slammed out of the office and 
I, not caring that it was an hour before 
closing time, went around from behind my 
desk, clicked the lock and directed the 
switchboard to hold any calls. 


MUST HAVE remained there at my 

desk for more than an hour, staring out 
over a busy Manhattan street. My mind 
sought the answer to a number of things. 
Jim wasn’t married. Was he engaged? 
What was I getting myself into? Did his 
voice possess even the basic talent I had 
ascribed to it or was I exaggerating its 
possibilities hecause I wanted to see him 
tomorrow and the next day? Was I losing 
my mind? No doubt, Jim wouldn’t even 
care a rap about me except as a means of 
his advancement. 

That night, at dinner, breaking through 
my unusual absorption, I told Sam that I 
had “discovered” a young singer and was 
going into personal management. 

“You're pretty sure he’s star material, 
darling?” Sam asked. “This all sounds a 
little sudden.” 

My sense of guilt helped the irritation 
this perfectly reasonable observation 
caused. 

“Sudden! What’s so sudden?” I de- 
manded. “You know very well I’ve often 
mentioned personal management. It’s just 
that I—well, I never ran into anyone who 
I thought was the right person.” 

My husband shot me a quick, keen 
glance. 

“I’m not trying to cold water your idea, 
sweetie.” he said contritely. “I just didn’t 
want you to make an important move with- 
out weighing it carefully. You’ve done so 
well up to now. Booking, of course, is 
much safer than this thing of playing wet 
nurse to temperamental talent. You know 
very well, dear, that I’m behind you all the 
way in whatever you decide.” 

That was dear Sam. Relying on my 
judgment, encouraging me. Quickly, be- 


fore my growing sense of shame prevented . 


it, | explained that the new department 
would mean I'd need to withdraw a large 
sum from our account to get Jim going 
without disturbing the modest resources of 
the business, 

There’d be coaching and arrangements, 
many things I couldn’t think of at the mo- 
ment. Sam didn’t even remind me that I 
would be gambling with the savings we’d 
put away for the children’s future. He just 
smiled and said: “Lots of luck, darling. 
Lots of luck.” 
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Of course my dreams that night were 
of Jim; Jim, his lithe body immaculate in 
evening clothes, his pretty smile more 
brilliant than the spotlights which played 
upon him as he stood on the great stage of 
a theatre or the bandstand of a club, his 
rich voice drawing the “oohs” and “aahs” 
of a thousand women. -And there I was, 
backstage in his dressing room, standing 
in the wings, the one woman in his life. 
There I stood—I who had made him and 
who wanted to own forever what I had 
created. 

I awoke in a fever of excitement to hear 
the sounds of sanity; the clock ticking 
away on my dresser, the even, contented 
breathing of my husband at my side. It 
will seem like years until this afternoon, 
I told myself; this afternoon when I will 
see Jim again. God, don’t let him forget. 
I fell asleep, knowing I had no right to call 
upon God for that. 

Jim didn’t forget. He walked into my 
office with his free, swinging stride at two 
o’clock exactly. All morning I’d been won- 
dering whether I hadn’t been mistaken. 
Maybe today Jim’s handsomeness would be 
a little less breath-taking. Maybe today I 
would find the flaws. 

If anything, he looked more wonderful 
than ever. We talked over details, I telling 
him all the sacrifices he must make if he 
wanted success. Hard work, plenty of sleep, 
moderate drinking. Jim listened as a child 
to a teacher he worships. 

Suddenly, I asked him the question— 
the one thing which had been plaguing me 
ever since the night before. 

“You’ve already told me you're not 
married, Jim, but are you engaged, per- 
haps? Is there a girl?” 

He looked very shocked. 

“Oh, no, Miss Law. Oh, no!” he pro- 
tested almost as though I had suggested he 
had committed a murder. “I’ve no time for 
anything like that. anything that’s going to 
keep me from getting ahead. No romance 
in my life,” he grinned. “Except you,” he 
added. 

The world rocked and careened around 
me. His careless, flattering, kidding words 
stripped me of all pretense. Knowing that 
I had heard these words. I couldn’t be- 
lieve that he had uttered them. 

“You're playing, of course, Jim,” I said, 
tight-lipped, tense. Then. with emphasis. 
I added: “What would you do with an old 
married woman like me? Besides, business 
and romance never work.” 

A cloud went across his face. 

“You’re married!” he exclaimed. His 
face fell. “But then I should have known. 
You’re so wonderful and so beautiful, too.” 

“Nonsense, Jim,” I countered abruptly. 
But my breath was coming hard and my 
heart pounding so loudly I was certain he 
could hear it. “At any rate, there’s no 
need to be so formal. Why don’t you call 
me what all my friends call me—Bert.” 

“Bert.” Jim tried it wonderingly. “That’s 
for Alberta, huh? But I want to call you 
Alberta. You’re not a Bert. You're soft 
and feminine. Not a Bert, at all.” 


Somehow, I got back to business with 
him. But now I knew for certain with a 
fantastic, uncontrollably sweet fury, that | 
loved Jim, that I wanted to kiss him, to be 
kissed by him, to be held in his arms, to 


love him and to be loved. I knew that ] 
had come to the edge of a chasm, that | 
wanted to plunge recklessly into the rough, 
sweet agony of an affair with him. An 
affair? No. A lifetime of loving and living 
with him. 

When I knew that, nothing else mattered, 
Not home, nor husband, nor children. Not 
decency. nor morality, nor what the world 
would think. In all my life I had never 
wanted anything so much as I wanted Jim’s 
love. His helplessness, his dependency 
upon me, the way he seemed to bend under 
my will, to yearn to be my slave, his softly 

nurmured compliments, the way his eyes 

caressed me—all these things enslaved me 
to him. What seemed to be his weakness 
was his most terrible power over me. 

My first job, I knew, was to make Jim 
a star. There was never any doubt in my 
mind that I could do it. I was so filled 
with determination that nothing could stop 
me. It is little wonder that, in an amazing 
nine months. he became the toast of the 
town, the talk of New York, a new sen- 
sationally-rising star, the idol of bobby- 
soxers, the darling of frustrated, middle- 
aged, fawning women. 

I accomplished this because I threw my- 
self into my task with a fury. I worked 
with Jim daily. nagged him relentlessly, 
didn’t let him breathe. I talked the best 
coach in the city into taking him in hand 
for a price which would have ordinarily 
given a man of his reputation apoplexy. I 
wangled unique arrangements, schemed, 
fought, cheated and argued. 

I obtained such tremendous results, not 
only because I went about it with a stub- 
born will, but also because I had to fling 
myself into my work desperately in order 
to repress, to conceal the growing, grasp- 
ing desire which took hold of me every 
minute I was near Jim. 

When his head bent close to mine as 
we talked over an arrangement, I had to 
clench my hands. bite my lips for fear I 
might let the barriers down. My feelings 
for Jim had the strength and pull of some 
great tidal wave. I knew. happily. miser- 
ably. that I would be drawn into the flood- 
tide of it. 

Jim. himself, did nothing to make mat- 
ters easier. He was sweet. He was obedi- 
ent. He was grateful and humble. His 
words of endearment became more and 
more frequent. His admiring looks be 
came bolder and bolder and slowly. but 
ever so surely. there built up between us 
a great cascading ebb and flow of ¢on- 
trolled passion. 

But the control had to give. There was 
no way to keep it from happening the night 
that Jim made his debut at a club in the 
Sixties. That was the night we finally be- 
came lovers. 

I had lived for that night all these 
months; months during which I had neg: 
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lected shamefully every other phase of my 
business; months in which I had become 
a stranger to Sam and to our children; 
months of unflagging, vicious drive. 

I thought I would collapse with sheer 
exhilaration during those magic moments 
when Jim walked into the spotlight, flashed 
that dazzling smile. looking at once so ap- 
pealing, so heartbreakingly young and so 
heartbreakingly needing to be accepted by 
his audience. 

His voice wasn’t one whit better than it 
had been when I auditioned him in Jerry’s 
dance studio but now Jim had technique 
and tenderness and some indefinable qual- 
transmitted a great sincerity 
His songs were a per- 
sonal any woman listening. 
He threw everything into his work—heart, 
will and the teasing movement of that per- 
fectly-formed body as he sold his song. 

When the lights went up after his first 
number, there was an ovation almost 
shocking in its intensity. The steady, en- 
thusiastic rhythm of applause kept in beat 
with the pounding of my heart. That was 
my Jim, standing there, boyishly proud 
and boyishly humble before the tumultuous 
fact of his success. 

Sam looked at me across our table, sent 
me a happy. approving smile. 

“You’ve done it, little girl,” 
proudly. 

Our guests, two of the city’s most im- 
portant disc jockeys and the owner of a 
class-A club, chorused agreement. For the 
moment, I could only accept their 
gratulations in a very mechanical manner. 
Eyes fixed on Jim, watching him bowing 
gracefully, graciously, before he went into 
his next song, I felt the dammed-up emo- 
tion burst in my heart. I had known all 
along that this moment would come when 
I could deny myself no longer. 

Jim was mine for the taking and I be- 
lieved I had a right to him. No feeling this 
strong could be wrong. In my fevered mind 
I argued that this couldn’t be helped. 
Hadn’t I tried in every way to drive out 
the desire? Hadn’t I tried to stick to busi- 
ness? 

A plan of action shaped diabolically 
fast. I turned to Sam and talked swiftly. 

“Darling, you must do something for 

e.” I told him. “I want you to take over 
with our guests after this show. I’ve just 
decided it’s important for me to stay right 
here, stick with Jim. This is the break- 
through, his first taste of triumph. 
Everything depends on this not going to 
his head and spoiling it all. After the last 
show, I’ll take him somewhere for a quiet 


ity which 
across the room. 
serenade to 


he told me 


con- 


big 


talk. I must do it alone.” 

“I understand, sweet,” Sam agreed. 
“You keep the car. I'll get a cab.” 

Murmuring excuses to our guests, I left 
the table, went to Jim’s dressing room to 
wait for him. He came in, closing the door 
on the still-shattering sounds of applause. 
His face was flushed. His eyes shone. 

“Do you hear them, Alberta?” 
manded excitedly. “Do you hear those 
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wonderful people? You did it Alberta. 
Only you.” 

lhe burning inside me was unbearable. 
rhis was no time for talk. Never taking 
my eyes off Jim. I walked slowly over to 
the door and snapped the catch on the 
lock. I turned back. stood in front of him, 
my hot eyes unveiling at last the inner 
tumult which refused to be silenced. The 
next second my arms were about his neck, 
my body pressed close to him, my eyes 
shining into his shock-awakened eyes. 

I felt his arms go around me tightly. 
knew the firm, sweet, twisting pleasure of 
his lips. My fingers caressed his ears, ran 
wild through his curly hair. Space, time, 
location had no meaning, only the swirling, 
hard, hurting ecstasy of being in his arms. 

“Alberta,” he said huskily, happily. 
“Alberta, so long I’ve wanted you.” 

“And me, Jim,” I whispered. 

As a current leaps to meet great waters, 
as steel leaps to magnet, Jim and I knew 
brutally, beautifully almost more than 
either one of us could stand of the para- 
dise of love. 

The frantic knocking on the door of the 
page, warning Jim he was to go on in fif- 
teen minutes interrupted the warm singing 
in my blood, stopped cold the torrent in 
my heart. Everything merged into one 
clear realization, I must never lose Jim. 
Nothing must keep him from me ever 
again. I would make any sacrifice to pos- 
sess him always. 

[ had no thought of shame, no slight 
regret for having broken the most sacred 
commandment of marriage. I had only 
scheming, cunning plans for our future. 

\fter the club closed, Jim and I went 
to his apartment and it was early morning 
before I left to drive home to Long Island. 

Sam was waiting for me worriedly. He 
was already late starting for work. I 
kissed him lightly, murmured that Jim and 
[ had gone to a party given by the owner 
of the club, then sat in Central Park and 
discussed his future. I phoned the hotel 
to leave the message that I wouldn’t be in, 
then dropped wearily into bed. 

That night Sam wanted to talk about 
Jim and what we had decided, what my 
plans were for him. I was so absorbed in 
my memories of the night before that I 
hardly answered him decently. 

“I think I'll go to bed early, dear,” I 
told him, leaving him reading his paper. 
| went to the guest room and got into bed. 
Minutes later, Sam came in. 

“Why are you sleeping in here, darling. 
Not feeling well?” he inquired. 

“I’m so tired and restless,” I pleaded. 
‘| know my twisting and turning would 
disturb you.” 

He accepted this, stooped to kiss me 
good night. 


(THERE WERE so many nights like that 

when I didn’t sleep with Sam after that. 
Often it was when I came home early in 
the morning after a rendezvous with Jim. 
Even when, to avoid suspicion, I used our 
bedroom, I pleaded with Sam that I was 


iU 


too tired to stay awake for one minute. By 
some twisted, horribly indecent method of 
reasoning. I had decided that I could not 
be unfaithful to Jim—unfaithful with my 
own husband. 

I began staying in town often; took a 
larger suite in the hotel complete with bed- 
room. My excuse was that so often it was 
necessary for me to remain with Jim until 
closing time and driving home tired would 
be dangerous. Certainly. Sam was no fool 
and it was impossible that he did not 
detect the change in me, unbelievable that 
he did not suspect what was happening. 

Yet, never once. by look or tone of voice, 
did he indicate that he thought anything 
was wrong. To anyone else, Sam’s very 
calm and his acceptance of the strange 
situation would have been frightening, but 
I was too far gone in my affair with Jim. 
I just didn’t care. If Sam had accused me, 
I would have confessed—and defiantly. 
Perhaps he knew that. 

As hard as I had worked to get Jim his 
first break. I knew the battle wasn’t won. 
But so sensational had been the reception 
given Jim that progress became almost au- 
tomatic. The second night of his engage- 
ment, the management had picked up a 
two-week option. then renewed it for four 
more weeks at double salary. Entertain- 
ment columnists, in both daily and weekly 
newspapers. trade columnists raved as un- 
restrainedly about Jim’s good looks as they 
did about his salesmanship and stage man- 
ner. 

“A consummate showman... 
the Variety reviewer. 

“New star panics Broadway” read the 
headline on the Amsterdam News theatre 
page. 

My phone was busy with calls from club 
owners, theater bookers who wanted to get 
in on the box office value of this new sen- 
sation. One of the major record com- 
panies signed Jim to a generous contract. 
He was the toast of the town. invited to the 
most swank affairs in the Village. on Sugar 
Hill and Park Avenue. 

Everywhere Jim went. I went along. 

“I’m not going to let these panting wom- 
en take you away from me, sweetheart,” 
I said jokingly. Only I wasn’t joking. 

“I’ve got no time for those silly chicks,” 
he’d tell me, looking straight into my eyes. 
“I’ve only got time for you. There'll never 


” 


declared 


be anyone else.” 

Jim’s popularity was growing by leaps 
and bounds. There was the theater date 
which made headlines in the dailies after 
Jim had been mobbed in a teen-age riot, 
his clothes torn off him by frantic admir- 
ers. Fan clubs began to spring up 
throughout the country. 

I had consoled myself that all that was 
happening to Jim would not go to his 
head. I had plenty of opportunity to 
watch this for, with both of us, our secret 
affair had become an accepted thing. At 
first I was amazed at the boyish, self-effac- 
ing modesty with which he accepted the 


idolatry and applause, the swooning 


loyalty of teen-agers, the lavish praise of 
newspapers. 

Just as I was beginning to relax into a 
feeling of relief that Jim would remain 
level-headed, the change began to take 
place; the change which drove me to 
despair, which led to terrible heartbreak 
and finally brought down upon me the 
punishment for my sinning. 

The first indications I saw in Jim were 
growing evidences of concentration on his 
clothes and his general appearance. At 
first, I was gratified to notice it, for Jim 
had been much too careless in the past. 
Of their idols in show business, fans expect 
the ultimate in dress, off, as well as on 
stage. This I had preached to Jim con. 
stantly. 

But I noticed that instead of developing 
a careful consciousness of dress, Jim was 
growing a vain, peacock complex. It kept 
him in front of the mirror, staring at him- 
self. primping in almost woman-like style 
and re-dressing his perfectly good, curly 
hair in many styles, seeking the most be- 
coming. 

He developed an appetite for hoirify- 
ingly expensive silk shirts, tailored suits, 
high-priced shoes, dressing gowns and 
hats. Naturally, he had quit his day job 
and he spent many leisure hours discover- 
ing new tailors, commissioning persuasive 
salesmen to fashion clothes for him. 

While Lis salary had leaped into four 
figures, I was somewhat alarmed by his 
extravagances and his apparent unconcern 
for the fact that not a penny was being 
paid back on the investment I had made 
in him. That investment had made an 
awful dent in the family bank account and 
I was constantly aware that it might salve 
my conscience a bit if I could begin repay- 
ing it. 

Whenever I mentioned this and the fact 
that he ought to be saving money for the 
day when a letdown in engagements would 
come—or at least to make sensible invest- 
ments, Jim laughed at me in his disarm- 
ing, jaunty way. 

“Don’t worry a bit, little darling.” he’d 
tell me. “My public expects all of this 
and I've got to give it to them. After all, 
you know I don’t really belong to myself. 
The life of a star isn’t his own. Then too. 
you must remember that this is only the 
beginning of my career. [’m_ going to 
make conquests you’ve never dreamed of.” 

Then Jim would stand in front of his 
mirror, gazing at his face, smoothing his 
hair, admiring himself for long periods at 
a time while I, marvelling at this new 
cockiness, wondered worriedly whether it 
was insufferable conceit springing forth or 
just good healthy confidence. These days 
I was aware of how often Jim used the 
word “I” and remembered how it used to 
always be “we.” I began to realize that 
ever since I had allowed myself to sink 
under the tender but gripping domination 
of Jim’s lovemaking, I had become less 
and less his manager, less and less the 
boss of things. Often now, he made re- 
marks or committed acts which proved 
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that he was getting to look upon me as a 
nice but not essential little helpmate. 

So completely was I captivated by the 
glamor of him, his smile, his kiss which 
left me so weak and helpless, that I never 
dreamed of saying a word which might 
have hurt his feelings. 

When he went into debt to buy a long, 
low Cadillac, I put up a tiny argument, 
then shrugged my shoulders. It was the 
new car which helped disillusion to set in 
faster. 

Jim began making 
pointments with tailors, shows he wanted 
to catch so he could study and improve his 
young 


excuses about ap- 


mysterious song- 


own technique, 
writers he’d met and made appointments 
with. As the days went by, the excuses 
became more and more frequent and he 
began to spend hours away from the apart- 
ment, leaving me to wait for him and 
sometimes to give up when half the night 
was gone and I felt the necessity for start- 
ing the drive to Long Island. 

We had quarrels about this, for 
was every evidence that his excuses were 


there 


phony. It was the thousand-times-told 
story; the tell-tale lipstick on his handker- 
chiefs, the strange cigarette butts in the 


ash-tray of his car, the phone calls at all 
hours of night. 

It was then I discovered to my horror 
that -Jim was a very facile and talented 
liar. He could talk his way out of any 
situation, would go to desperate lengths to 
wrong even 
rights. I 
common 


prove that he had done no 
when he was caught dead to 
didn’t want to admit it, but my 
sense told me that [ had created a beauti- 
ful Frankenstein which would eventually 
destroy me. 

In fact, Jim was destroying me already. 
For now I was shamefully neglecting home 
and family without even an attempt at 
pretense. The more I found out that was 
bad in him, the more desperately I tried 
tocling to him. I spent hours in his apart- 
ment for which my office was still footing 
the bill. I called home often to tell our 
part-time maid that I wanted her to remain 
and look after the children, to prepare 
their dinner. Sam and.I might as well 
have been utter strangers. 

I guess Sam knew that things must come 
to a breaking point soon. But, even he, 
when I encountered him, couldn’t conceal 
a hint of searching hurt in his eyes. 

The day my rotten, hectic world crashed 
about me was the same day Jennie took ill. 

Jennie was a delicate child and her 
tendency to bronchial trouble had given 
Sam and me much concern from the days 
of her infancy. It was a Saturday after- 
noon when Ada, the maid, called to say 
that she was concerned about a fit of 
coughing and fever which had kept Jennie 
awake the night before. 

My guilt clawed at me as I recalled the 
airy little had left Sam Friday 
morning in which I had pleaded so much 
Pressure of work that I thought it best to 
stay in town over the weekend. 

“Mr. Law tried to get you at your hotel 


note | 


last night, ma’am,” Ada informed me 
timidly. 
“Yes, Ada,” I replied, “I didn’t get back 


here until awfully late. Maybe Id better 
rush this afternoon. You'd better 
phone Dr. Fentress right away.” 
Hanging up the phone, I stared down 
at my desk blotter. I was thinking of the 
gay plans Jim and I had made for tonight. 
He was closing a terrifically successful en- 


home 


gagement at a club in Jersey. 
“We've been having so many misunder- 


standings lately.” he had told me. “It’s 
all been my fault. You're an angel. I’m 
just not good enough for you. But I’m 
going to change. Alberta. I’m going to 


do everything to make you happy because, 
look both know I would be 
nothing you. Besides, 
love you.” 

I'd heard 
after Jim had messed up good and proper. 
But no matter how often I heard I fell 
for it. There had been a new twist this 
time though. Jim had suggested that in- 
stead of my coming out to the club that 
night, I go straight to the apartment from 
work, get myself some rest and then pre- 
pare a boiled dinner for us. 

He’d come right home from the club 
and we'd have a nice, quiet time listening 
to our favorite music and recapturing the 
The picture 


honey, we 
without sweets, I 


this line before, mostly just 


old happiness we’d known. 
he painted made me certain that this was 

thrilling tete-a-tete 
back on the road to 


going to be a truly 
which might put us 
smooth sailing again. 
With horror, I realized that I was re- 
gretting that I wouldn’t be able to see Jim 
after all; by implication, being annoyed 
at my own little Jennie 
for having become ill, interfering with my 
rendezvous with my secret sweetheart. 
Determinedly, I picked up the phone 
and called Jim’s apartment. The desk 
clerk of the building told me that he had 
left orders not to be disturbed until after 


sweet neglected 


six. 

“Tell Mr. Savage that I won’t be able 
to see him tonight,” I told the clerk. “Say 
I'll phone him in the morning to explain.” 

I rearranged things on my desk and 
prepared to leave for home. Then Ada 
called again. The doctor had come right 
over, scoffed at any possibility of serious- 
ness Jennie’s condition and given her 
medicine. She was sleeping peacefully. 

Wild hope arose within me and I must 
admit, it wasn’t so much relief about 
Jennie as it was the thought that perhaps, 
after all, I'd be able to see Jim. 

“T’ll call you back about five to see how 
Jennie is,” I told Ada. 

I busied myself at my desk again. Just 
before I phoned. Jennie was still 
doing fine. I told Ada I wouldn't be home 
until the next afternoon. 

Ecstatically, I hurried out of the office 
to go shopping for groceries and meat and 
some special delicacies which I knew Jim 
loved. It was about six-thirty before I 
finished. It was then that I remembered 
that I hadn’t called to change my message. 


five, 
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No matter. I'd go right to the apartment. 
Jim wouldn’t have left yet and I could 
explain why the change in plans. 

But Jim had left. I frowned in puzzle- 
ment since the hour was so early. I went 
up to the apartment, let myself in with 
the duplicate key I always kept just in 
case. 

I picked up one of Jim’s novels, curled 
up in a chair and read for a while, turned 
on television and finally, setting the alarm 
for midnight, stretched out for a nap. Jim 
should be in by three. I'd start getting 
dinner about twelve-thirty. 

What a delightful dinner that was I 
prepared. It was seldom I got a chance 
to cook for Jim because he’d always in- 
sisted on our eating out. I put a lot of 
special effort into making it tasty and at- 
tractive, especially since I knew he'd be 
surprised, after having received my mes- 
sage and not expecting me at all. It was 
close to three when I had everything ready, 
the table set and candles placed on either 
end. 

“Tll make this a real surprise,” I told 
myself. I collected my shoes, pocketbook 
and all other evidence of my presence, 
switched off the living room lights, the 
kitchen lights and went into the bedroom, 
lying there in the dark. 

Three o’clock came, then four. 
to get alarmed, then indignant. But what 
right had I to be indignant. Jim hadn’t 
expected me. Why should he come right 
home. 


I began 


WAS BEGINNING to get sleepy again 

and was nodding off when I heard Jim’s 
key in the apartment door. I got ready 
to enjoy my surprise. When he came in 
the bedroom, he’d find me there. 

But Jim didn’t come into the bedroom. 
Because Jim wasn’t alone. Further, Jim 
was drunk and the woman with him was 
in about the same condition. 

I froze as I heard him say: “C’mon in, 
baby. Make shelf at home. Right at home.” 

Then the voice of a woman, thick and 
whiny, begged: “Honey, can I kiss you 
now, huh? Can I? I haven’t kissed you in 
a long time.” 

I couldn’t move. I was so petrified with 
helpless rage and burning jealousy. But 
I hadn’t had a shock yet compared to what 
was to come. 

“Okay, okay, you can kiss me, baby,” 
Jim was saying. “Only thing is, I wanna 
know why you dishobayed my orders and 
came to the club. I told you never, never 
come any place I’m workin’ and _ never, 
never to my dressin’ room. If ole Law 
finds out I’m a old married vet of three 
years standing, she'll blow her wig. An’ 
baby you know we need her for a little 
while yet, just a little while.” 

“Jim, do you need her any more, do you, 
Jim? I’m getting tired of you makin’ up 
to her. You might begin to mean it.” 

I almost sat bolt upright at the harsh 
grating of Jim’s laugh. 


“Love that ole bat? Lissen, honey, I 


gotta. make believe some. What’s show 
business but make believe and _ besides, 
she’s got the pull, And I got her, sister, 
I got her. You got no kick comin’. Yoy 
been gettin’ your check every week.” 

“But I ain’t been getting no lovin’ Jim. 
my.” the woman’s voice said invitingly. 

“But you're gonna, honey,” he told her, 

My heart was ice but my face was going 
hot and cold as I trembled with the shock. 
the humiliation of what had happened to 
me. There outside was my modest, inno- 
cent dream man who had taken me for the 
sucker ride of all time; who’d been con- 
niving enough to hide a wife in his back. 
ground, to use my money and my energy 
to gain fame, to lie and cheat and misuse 
my love. 

With the characteristic, blind arrogance 
of humans, I didn’t even stop to think 
what poetic justice this was for what I had 
done to Sam and my children. I was furi- 
ous enough to kill, to kill them both. And, 
to think, out in the living room Jim was 
getting ready to make love to that woman, 
in the apartment where I paid rent! 

I was galvanized into action. I got up 
from the bed, walked rapidly to the bed- 
room door and jerked it open. The girl 
gave a little shriek as she and Jim sepa- 
rated from an all-out embrace. Jim stood 
up and came toward me hesitantly. 

“Alberta,” he cried. “I...” 

“You can explain,” I screamed. “I 
know you can explain! There isn’t any- 
thing you can’t explain and if I had the 
time to waste I’d love to hear what this 
lie would be. Well, you needn’t bother. 
Because you're through, Jim Savage. 
Through with your lying, cheating self. 
Through with me and through with show 
business. Ill break you! I'll break you! 
Just like I made you!” 

The girl screamed with laughter. I 
whirled back into the bedroom, through 
blinding tears picked up my coat, hat and 
pocketbook and stormed out the door, Jim 
made one feeble attempt to restrain me, 
but I looked at him with such utter hate 
that he fell back out of my way. 

I'll never know how I made it back to 
my hotel. Things like driving a car seem 
to come automatically when humans are 
in distress. All I knew is that I was get- 
ting away from Jim who had suddenly 
become revealed to me in his true light. 
All I knew is that I felt dirty and sordid 
and quite as if it would be a relief to go 
off somewhere in a ditch and die. 

Hurrying to the desk, I asked for my 
key. The clerk handed it to me along 
with a sheaf of message slips. I stared at 
them in terror. They were all from Sam. 
Messages every hour on the hour. The 
last one, taken forty-five minutes ago, said 
cryptically: “Tell Mrs. Law her .ittle girl 
needs her.” 

In the cab, racing toward Long Island 
(I couldn’t trust myself to drive), I sat 
like a woman condemned—condemned by 
my own thoughts and memories, Jennie, 
poor, dear little Jennie needed her mother. 
Her mother who had deserted her for 4 
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no-good man with a pretty face, a lying 
tongue and a cheating heart. 

Here I had been feeling sorry for my- 
self because my own sins had caught up 
with me and little Jennie was ill, desper- 
ately ill. She must be so for Sam to have 
left that message as he did. 

I wondered how I could have so aban- 
doned every shred of decency and respon- 
sibility. I thought of Sam, the lies I had 
told him, his patient, suffering eyes. 

“Oh, Sam,” I cried as he answered the 
door. his face drawn, his lips in a tight 
line. 

In his eyes I read the unbelievable tragic 
story. I fainted. : 

Yes, Jennie had died, calling for her 
“Mommy.” 

Sometimes I wonder—now that it is all 
over—whether most people would call Sam 
a saint or a fool. 
uttered no reproach, given me no cause to 
feel that he despises me for the depths to 
which I sank. Both of us realize that per- 
haps little Jennie was doomed to die, 
whether or not I had been home to care 
for her, but both of us also know that she 
had to go without me. 

Without even discussing it, Sam _ ar- 
ranged for the sale of Jim’s contract to a 
wealthy club owner. Every so often I hear 





To this day he has ( 


of him or see an advertisement bearing his 
name or read review of his latest hit 
record. 

I won't say that I hate pretty men now. 
But I do know that anyone who judges a 
man—or woman—as worthy of being loved 
because of an attractive exterior—and for 
no other reason—is courting king-sized 
trouble, There’s nothing beautiful about 
Sam, but there’s something beautiful about 
his being big enough to forgive me for 
letting the pretty man blues get the best 
of me. 

I’ve given up my business. My main 
business now is trying to make myself 
worthy of one tiny fraction of the love Sam 
has given me—a love which makes a mock- 
ery out of the selfish passion which I felt 
for Jim and mistook for love. My ambi- 
tion, too, is to be a worthy mother to 
Jennie’s brother. Sammy is growing to 
be a fine lad and has all of my devotion. 

o, if one of these days you go to a night 
club or theatre and see that broad smile 
of Jim’s, if you watch him as he makes 
tender love to his audience. if you join in 
the roaring applause which greets his 
songs, have fun and be his fan. But stay 
far away from him or anyone like him. 
The pretty man blues can mess you up. 


THE END 





Teen Talk 


(Continued from Page 14) 
labeled. He is the worldly-wise infant 
who wants to teach women (notice the 
plural) how to live. The sooner the 
course starts, the better—for Frankie. “I 
won't lead you wrong, baby!” the bound- 
er assures little ones as he steers them 
straight for disaster. Frankie is easy to 
spot. He is the guy whose eyes and hands 
are in perpetual motion, who has a repu- 
tation for loving *em and leaving ’em. 

A girl is unsafe with him anywhere 
...in a crowd, alone, in the daylight, 
in the dark, in a car, out of a car, stand- 
ing up, sitting down, running around. He 
is the man who is left alone by the chick- 
adees who value their reputation and vir- 
tue. They learn very very quickly that, 
in addition to liking fine clothes and fast 
cars, he also likes fast women. 

There are other noxious species which 
most girls spot and drop. Like home- 
loving Herbert who will sit around his 
heart throb’s house until he begins to 
take on the curvature of the furniture. 
But he never offers to take her out. And 
there’s Radio Raymond, who as a gossip- 
monger is strictly without parallel. 

But little girls, who theoretically are 
“sugar and spice and everything nice,” 
can also pain the cranium. 

Loafing Laura is one of these excruciat- 
ing types. She never learned to tell time, 
you see. To Laura, a 7:30 p.m. date 
means that she starts thinking about get- 
ting ready along about eight. A_perfec- 
tionist, although the results may not show 
it, she then spends about two hours dress- 
ing, leaving her date downstairs to be en- 


tertained by poppa all the while. 
She arrives at parties when everybody 
else, including the hostess, is ready to call 


it quits, gets to baseball games in time 
for the ninth inning, and to football 
games at the end of the last quarter. 


When invitations start falling off, she 
cannot figure out why. 
Loudspeaker _Lorraine’s 
enthralls her so much that she wants to 
make sure everybody else hears it. And 
appreciate a joke. Her 


conversation 


she can really 
peals of laughter are powerful enough to 
jiggle the very stars out of their orbits. 
Men usually pull out their worn ear plugs 
after one session with Lorraine and escape 
to the nearest bomb shelter. 

Hesitating Helen is another girl who’s 
headed for social oblivion. She doesn’t 
know how to say “yes” or “no” to a date 
until the last minute. She has to wait 
and see if something better bumbles 
along. Meanwhile, her dates may decide 
that they, too, can find something else to 
do. When Helen belatedly makes up 
her mind, she is dismayed sometimes to 
find that the men have unmade theirs. 

And Critical Catherine is strictly poi- 
son. A guy can spend his last dollar on 
her, take her to the plushest places in 
town, but Catherine can always find 
something wrong about the date. She is 
the sort of girl who, upon arriving at the 
pearly would complain that St. 
Pete hadn’t oiled the hinges lately. While 
she’s snooping around looking for flaws, 
dates take advantage of 
more in their 


gates, 


Catherine’s wiser 
the time, find somebody 
own orbit. 

There you have it. 
for unpopularity. 


A foolproof pattern 
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Can A 
Girl Be 
Good In 
Show 


Business ? 





(Continued from Page 25) 


Jesse 
the 


Peters Sisters, Loumell Morgan. 
Scott, the Blonde Bombshell, and 
Edwards Sisters were all on the bill. 

As long as I can remember—from the 
time I was tiny—I’d been light and grace- 


ful on my feet, quick to pick up and 
imitate new steps and routines. Well. all 
of this was evident when I got on stage 
for the first time. 

Have you ever seen a chorus line in 
which there’s one certain girl who’s a 


little more flip than all the rest. who 
dances with just a little more abandon 


and seems to be putting her whole heart 


and soul into what she’s doing? Well, 
that was me. I just carried on and it 


made the other girls angry. They said I 
was trying to steal the show. overdo it. 

I tried to explain that I was just danc- 
ing the way I felt. I young and 
loved to dance. I myself a 
real ball. But the want to 


was 
was having 


girls didn’t 


hear that. Some of them got real catty. 
But Betty called me aside and told me 
not to worry. 

“Tf you can steal the show, honey, 
steal,” she ordered. “I wish I could put 
you out in front. You’ve got natural 


ability. But if I did, some of the other 
girls would really flip. Keep doing what 
you're doing. You'll get your break.” 


Betty’s advice did so much for me- 
not only for my dancing. But also be- 


cause I had a great deal of confidence in 
her and her belief that I could make 
it to the top made me resolve to keep 
working and not to let any foolishness 
or getting into any trouble in- 
terfere. 

I did get my break, too. 
happened: 

There was a breakfast dance in Cleve- 
land at Benny Mason’s Riding Academy. 
One of the girls. an exotic dancer, was to 
do a featured number. Just before show 
time she got on the bad side of her hus- 
band who blackened her eye in a classic 
manner. There was nowhere she could g 
but some place to cover up that eye. 

The producer came running backstage, 
frantic as he could get. He looked around 
wildly at all the girls back there, then 
screamed at me. 

“Gloria, you’ve got to do me a favor. 
I’ve seen you dance. You can go on in 
the exotic routine for me. I'll you 
fifteen dollars.’ 

Fifteen dollars sounded like all 
money in the world to me. But I de- 
manded what was I going to wear. The 
producer walked off and reappeared with 


myself 


Here’s how it 


give 


the 


a costume the exotic dancer had made for 
herself. It consisted of a little fringe 
and some brassieres. I grabbed them and 
ran off to get ready. Looking back now, 
I realize how game I was. I'd never be- 


fore been on the floor by myself and | 
knew as much about the exotic routine 
as I did about Einstein’s theory of 


Relativity. 

I went out on the stage and told the 
combo leader to give me two choruses of 
hoogie-woogie and one on the drums. | 
didn’t know what I was saying but no- 
body knew that but me. 

Whatever it was I did out there upset 
the house. The people threw half-dollar 
coins and rolled-up dollar bills. They ap. 
plauded long and loud. I left the place 
that night with almost fifty dollars. 

Before I left, however. the owner of a 
local club called me over and offered me 
a job at his spot on the following week- 
end. That’s the way it all began. I went 
from that club to another and have had 
plenty of work to keep me busy ever 
since, 

And I have also been busy keeping my 
pledge to avoid all the pitfalls which a 
girl in show business faces. 

I’ve found out plenty about the liberties 
some men try to take with people who do 
my kind of dancing. Naturally not all men 
are this type. But there are those who 
are hard to convince that they are barking 
up the wrong tree. In order to protect 
yourself and your reputation, you often 
have to use the weapons of mean words, 
evil looks, and short replies. Sometimes 
your only defense is in getting downright 
nasty. 

Some of the male admirers are so very 
casual about their propositions. There's 
one doctor I know who is seemingly hap- 
pily married to a very fine woman. But 
every time I play his city he comes around 
giving me the story that he likes me. that 
I fascinate him. that his wife doesn’t un- 
derstand him. I tell him over and over 
again: “Look, doc, there’s no point in 
telling me your domestic problems. I'm 
here to entertain you on the stage. Maybe 
I have my own problems.’ 

No matter how often I see him. he 
never fails to be surprised by my attitude. 

You run into characters not so mild or 
harmless as the doctor. I remember com- 
ing out into the bar at one of the spots 
I was working and running into some real 
trouble. A fellow who had been watching 
my act inside the room just a few minutes 
before, was draped over the bar. He was 
positively oozing alcohol. His liquor told 
him to snatch me and, he did. 

“Hey. baby.” he wheezed. 
frantically. “I go for you.” 
I struggled to get away. Luckily. my 
boy friend was right on hand and grabbed 
Romeo, passing him not too tenderly to 
a bouncer who heaved him out of the 
door. 

The combination of liquor and lust is 
a really dangerous mixture inside the av- 
erage man. I have had some unpleasant 


pawing me 
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experiences with this combination. Sever- 
al times my costume has been all but 
yanked off by characters who had been 
drinking heavily. Ringside customers have 
made suggestive gestures and motions. ut- 
tered immoral remarks. 

Usually. ignoring them works fine. but 
in certain situations. one has to be really 
forceful and firm but not smart-alec be- 
cause. in a_ split you can get 
yourself badly hurt by someone who is 
under the twin spell of alcohol and ardor. 


second. 


I remember once when I wasn't so 
diplomatic because my temper got the 
best of me. I was working a big New 
York spot. doing a fabulous number. I 
was dressed in a very beautiful gold cos- 
I represented a goddess and the 
working with me 


to look like 


I was supposed to be 


tume. 
chorus 
dressed in 
trees in a forest. 
oh so dignified and regal in this number. 

Well. when the spotlight hit my face. 
I was stunned to see a little man scram- 
bling over his table and right up on the 
The girls 


girls were 


green swaying 


stage. headed straight for me. 


behind me snickered, but I didn’t dare 
smile. Goddesses just don’t smile. The 
drums were sounding off hot and loud 


and this fool danced toward me. doing a 
wicked boogie and popping his fingers. I 
couldn't believe my eyes. But it was 
really “happening and something had to 
be done. 

A sudden rush of 


anger gave me 


strength. I reached over to the little fel- 
low (he was so short. I must have looked 
like a giant to him). I whirled him 
around. snatched the back of his collar 
and the seat of his pants and threw 
him off the stage. Then I went right 


back into my number while the people 
howled. 

The boss told me later that I had given 
the heave-ho to a millionaire. But I 
didn’t care. The only thought that had 
come into my head as he approached was: 
“Oh no. sweetie. Only one of us is going 
to do this number—you or me.” 

N ADDITION to physical defenses and 

a sense of humor. a girl in show busi- 
ness often has to come up with the right 
retort in order to with persistent, 
wolf-minded men. This is especially valu- 
able in dealing with the heavy drinker. 


cope 


As I've said before, you’ve got to be care- 
ful with them. 
snap and go berserk when denied atten- 


I’ve seen usually sane men 


tion and I’m not anxious to get hurt. So 
I've built up a store of strategic answers. 
There are men who tell you you are 
the long lost love and who want to know. 
in between burps, where you’ve been all 
their lives. My usual reply to them is: 
“Oh look now, there’s no need to get into 
that.” It’s a casual comeback which throws 
cool water on the burning feeling. 
Sometimes the air of shocked innocence 
is most effective. You use the line which 
goes something like this: “Oh no, my 
dear! Whatever gave you those kind of 
ideas about After all, you 


me. haven't 
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thought that I must have some kind of 


private life of my own?” 

As for the middle-aged business man 
in search of indoor sport—the ones who 
demand in a hurt voice: “Do you mean 
to say you don’t play?” I usually tell 
them: “I haven't reached the age to play 
yet. honey. Maybe when I get to be your 
age. I'll be out playing. Right now I’m 
very sincere and serious about my work.” 

A girl entertainer has to watch another 
species of wolf beside the cash-paying 
customers. There are always the bosses. 
Some girls make the mistake of feeling 
that they have to cater to the boss, to 
give something over and beyond what he 
is paying for—their work. I don’t think 
there is anyone more annoying—or unfair 
—in the wolf-man category than the ro- 
mantic-minded night club or theater boss 
who takes advantage of his position to 
attempt liberties. 

“Say, honey.” they will tell you. “I’m 
going out tonight after the place closes. 
I have a certain amount of money to spend 
on you and—if you’re good—I might even 
give you a bonus.” 

This is the bolder type. 

“Oh, wait a minute,” I back. 
“Just a minute. What brought all that on. 
Why this sudden. hot passion for me?” 

Sometimes they start off shyly. “I’ve 
been watching you,” theyll inform you. 

I know what’s coming then. My usual 
retort is: 

“Well, that’s real nice. That’s what you 
pay me for—to watch me if you like. But 
let’s remember. That’s all.” 

Some of them think I’m being smart, 
giving them the come-on to raise the ante. 
But they soon find out that is a mistake. 

Then there are always the bosses who 
want to “arrange” things for their in- 
fluential customers or wealthy friends. 

“La Bommie, be nice to Mr. So-and-So,” 
they suggest. “He'll do all right by you. 
Show him a good time.” 

The problem of dealing with the bosses 
gives many girls who want to be good 
cause for serious worry. Many times they 
believe that catering to a boss and follow- 
ing out suggestions to entertain his friends 
will make their position in show business 
more solid. From what I have observed 
this is a false theory. 

The girl who gets herself a reputation 
for going home with every man who hires 
her to entertain finds that she is 
being advertised throughout the business 
as a common, cheap individual and even 
her ability—as fine as it may be—is taken 
more lightly than it would be if she had 
kept herself aloof. I’ve found that it is 
not only immoral to engage in such prac- 
tices, but also bad for one’s career. 

I don’t want to spread the impression 
that all bosses are wolves. Only the ma- 
jority. But I get along with them. Once 
I get them straight, it’s very easy for 
them to get along with me. Bosses, like 
other people. will respect a girl if she 
demands respect. 

I’ve said a great deal about the situa- 


come 


soon 





tions a girl faces which, if she were weak 
and willing, could lead her along the 
wrong path. Now Id like to tell you some 
of the reasons why I’ve tried to protect 
my reputation jealously and ways I’ve 
learned to do just that. 

One of the most important reasons | 
want to keep clean is that I have a very 
wonderful boy friend whose confidence | 
want to maintain. I'd rather not mention 
his name here but I will tell you some. 
thing about him. Id be insane if I didn’t 
think a lot of him because he has really 
proven himself. Having a girl who does 
exotic dancing creates a number of trials 
for him, but he has usually come through 
with flying colors. 

Being only human, it is sort of tough 
on him going with someone whose body 
is on display night after night. Every once 
in a while he protests about the whole 
idea, can’t see it. But we always end up 
understanding each other. 

I never get irritated when these moods 
show up in him. The fact that he worries 
about me proves that he cares. He proves 
this in other ways also. He never misses 
my show if I’m playing a town anywhere 
near his home. 

With a person like him, you’d be a heel 
not to respect his confidence. 

My boy friend is my ideal. He likes 
all kinds, basketball. football 
and baseball. Since I’m a sports enthusi- 
ast myself. this means a lot to me. He 
loves the theater, has a college education 
and is now preparing to become an archi- 
tect. He’s handsome and intelligent. im- 
maculate about his clothes and 
We've known each other for three years, 
but were not engaged yet. He under- 
stands my desire to remain single for a 
until I know more about what’s 
going to happen to my career. 

Seeking to keep his respect helps a lot 
in resisting temptations which come my 
way. A lot of girls in this business think 
it's square to have “a boy waiting back 
home.” You never know what is going to 
happen in show business, they say. You 
never know who you're going to meet. 
Besides, they argue, what’s the good of 
having a boy friend when you're on the 
road so much of the time? 

The fact that I don’t see my friend 
nine months out of the year makes those 
rare occasions that much more precious. 
[’'m not lonely for him because he is so 
considerate about keeping in touch with 
me as often as possible by mail. telephone 
and visiting whenever possible. At times 
he has even inspected spots where I had 
been offered work and let me know his 
opinion. Once, when I was on an ex- 
tended theater tour, he got hold of my 
itinerary and, when I arrived at each 
theater, there was a long distance call 
waiting for me. 

Perhaps these facts about my 
friend can help you understand why it 
didn’t move me—although it was very 
flattering—when the Wall Street broker 
wanted to give me a penthouse apartment. 
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a maid, car and allowance—or when the 
Philadelphia lawyer begged me to let him 
build a club in the Negro district of the 
city, name it after me and give me half 
interest in it. 

I turned down these offers and will turn 
them down in the future. Perhaps some 
day I will have a mink and other luxuri- 
ous possessions, but, if I do, ll have them 
because I earned them—and also because 
my boy friend has trained me to save 
some part of my salary every week. 


*VE HAD to develop a code of behavior 

to keep myself straight at all times and 
to avoid being gossiped about. 

Here are some of my rules: 

I never become too friendly with 
strangers. 

I never drink with customers I do not 
know—unless they are in a party which 
includes friends of mine. My drinking 
habits are very limited. I don’t care for 
whiskey. Coffee and brandy give me a 
nice stimulating glow. Other liquors make 
me feel heavy and sluggish. My limit is 
two drinks. 

I never “lead people along,” 
ing their attentions in order to get dinner 
invitations or gifts. I know girls who do 
this sort of thing, then pretend to be 
when the inevitable advances 


encourag- 


shocked 
occur. 

I never go out with “important people” 
just to be seen. 

I do not flirt in order to test my power 
over men. 

I usually pay my own way, do not allow 
myself to become obligated to anyone. 

I keep myself interested in activities 
which will take up my spare time. One of 
the things I consider important is getting 
adequate sleep. After being up half the 
night, it is necessary to refresh yourself. 
In my spare time during the day—usually 
late in the day—I make all my own 
clothes and costumes. 

This takes a great deal of time since 
I am determined that I must have new 
and interesting things to wear on and off 
stage. I also love to read—the show busi- 
ness manuals, Westerns and comic books 
—now and then a not-too-significant novel. 

One of the greatest things which helps 
me keep my feet on the right path is my 
teligion. I am Catholic and very sincere 
about the church and its rules. I love 
the beauty and dignity of the Catholic 
rites and, in whatever city I am, I attend 
early morning mass after I am finished 
working. 

I hope this story doesn’t make me sound 
like a goody-goody girl. I am not that 
and don’t pretend to be. I am proud that 
I keep myself clean and decent. 

A lot of people will sneer. How can an 
exotic dancer be clean and decent? Well, 
let’s examine the dancing I do. There are 
lots of misconceptions about it. It is 
backed by a constant tempo, a fast beat. 
I cannot properly be termed a shake dan- 
cer because I employ a lot of tricks which 
are really more commercial than exotic. 
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“Through a pious life and by a ra- 
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f nate in everything you try to do. Psalm 
to free yourself from Evil Spirits. Psalm 
to make peace between Man and Wife. 
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{ am not a stripper because a stripper 
does nothing but walk. Furthermore, con- 
trary to the opinion of a lot of people, 
my ultimate object in my dancing is not 
to show my body but to exhibit move- 
ments which are graceful, to demonstrate 
the pictures which can be created by 
one’s body. 

[ created all my dances and am con- 
stantly studying and observing, keeping 
up with new trends. I try to take some 
of the best qualities of the dancing of 
others and combine them to improve my 
own. 

Branding someone because of the work 
he or she does is narrow-minded indeed. 
Recently, someone asked me, while I was 
ippearing at Minsky’s in Chicago, how I 
felt about working in a burlesque house. 
People have silly ideas about burlesque 
theaters. As far as I am concerned, they 
ire wonderful—for adults. 

| think there is nothing more beautiful 
than watching a woman who knows how 
to walk gracefully, how to display a 
gown, how to remove it properly and take 





a graceful bow. It is not burlesque which 
is immoral, but the reactions people have 
to it, depending on their minds and how 
degraded their thoughts can sometimes 
be. It is the simplest thing in the world 
to make a clean thing dirty. 

Whatever happens, no one is going to 
influence me to make anything dirty out 
of my work or my personal conduct. Al- 
though I am doing exotic dancing, the 
only man I really want is my own. I am 
just like thousands of other girls who 
have the ivy-covered cottage dream. One 
of these days I want to become a good 
mother and loving wife. I think a woman 
is foolish if she doesn’t try to build to- 
ward the purpose for which she was 
placed on earth. 

One day, maybe soon, when my boy 
friend and I have decided that the time 
is right, ’!'m going to exchange my scant 
dancing costume for a trailing bridal veil 
and gown. And I'll have the satisfaction 
of knowing that I have proved that a girl 
can be good in show business—and like it. 


THE END 





How He Proposed 
(Continued from Page 7) 


\Ithough he was only a boy, he looked 
and thought like a man. Certainly, his 
wonderful music was enough to turn any 
virl’s head. 

We later went to a dance and I got 
an opportunity to see and understand 
about him. I found that he was 
just a plain fellow who loves beautiful 
things and expresses this love in his 

isic. There was nothing mean or small 

his makeup and no chance at all for 
to ever become “big headed” over 
whatever the future held for him. 

We began seeing one another frequently 
after that. I met his mother and father 
nd his sisters and he met my parents, 
William and Beatrice Fraser. My first 

me, incidentally, is Lillie. 

On Oscar’s birthday, that August 15, I 

at home preparing to go away on 
ation, when the doorbell rang. It was 
He had some presents for me as 
he usually did on these visits. But this 

I sensed something special. 

Look, Lillie,” he said, “there’s some- 
< we've got to do before we get too 
down the line. I feel I’m going to 
some good breaks pretty soon and I 

't know anyone I’d rather share them 

i than you. I figure I can earn enough 

support you and, without beating 

ind the bush, you know I love you. 
So, let’s you and me get married.” 

['m not saying this proposal swept me 

off my feet for we had been planning to 
me engaged sometime before Oscar 
proposed. But I must admit that I think 
inspired him to the point where he 
popped the question.” He says, however, 
{ caught him while he was asleep. 
tries to claim he was a “child 


more 


Oscar. 


t ¢ 


Hi iow 


When he produced the ring and put it 
on my finger, I was really thrilled. After 
Oscar had left the house, I ran around 
the neighborhood showing it to all my 
friends and relatives. But it was 13 
months before we actually got married in 
September, 1944. 

The ceremony was performed at Union 
United Congregational Church in Mon- 
treal with the Rev. Charles Este officiat- 
ing. Oscar’s brother, Charles, was his best 
man and my sister, Joan Fraser, was my 
maid of honor in, what I think was, one 
of the most beautiful of all weddings. 

Today, we are the parents of four chil- 
dren: Lynn Cheryl, 5; Sharon Vivian, 4; 
Gay Carol, 3, and Oscar, Jr., who was 
born last winter. Oscar is a wonderful 
father and out of our brood I’m positive 
we'll have at least one concert pianist, one 
jazz pianist, one singer and one arranger 
—at least, they'll all have some musical 
talent! 

It isn’t too hard to please Oscar. Anything 
that’s called food is enough for him. He 
has a, shall I say, “healthy” appetite and 
I don’t have any trouble cleaning his plate 
for he never leaves anything on it. He 
likes chitterlings and cornbread as well as 
corned beef and cabbage and is just at 
home with a Swedish smorgasbord as with 
a bowl of real Mexican chili. 

Oscar now weighs around 280 pounds 
and is six feet, two inches tall. A lot of 
man, you'd say and I'll agree with you. 
But I’m the one with the quick temper. 
However, Oscar can melt any sudden 
piques I’m afflicted with by only looking 
at me when he wants me to pipe down. 

Right now, we’re (I’m really helping 
out) concentrating on some phases of 
Oscar’s future career. I think he has a 
marvelous singing voice and the person- 
ality to go with it. 


THE END 





Who 
Will 


Joe Louis 





Marry? 
(Continued from Page 33) 


edly, was generated by recollections of the 
caustic criticism heaped upon the first Ne. 
gro heavyweight king, Jack Johnson, who 
invariably crossed the color line for his 
romantic interludes, never gave Negro 
women a second glance. 

“In Chicago, when Joe fought Charley 
Retzlaff at the Stadium in the winter of 
1936,” one writer recalls, “long lines of 
white women, many with husbands, boy 
friends or fathers standing at their sides, 
broke away as Joe’s handler brought him 
from the ring after he had fashioned a one- 
round knockout of Charley. 

“They tried to embrace him, reached out 
their hands to stroke his sweaty, robed 
arms, let out sighs of delight. The small 
armies of harassed bluecoats in front and 
back of Louis and his handlers were un- 
able to prevent the white women from 
grabbing at the fighter. 

“Black and Roxborough met the prob- 
lem by successfully taking every precau- 
tion in the future to avoid such highly ex- 
plosive situations as would occur were 
Louis exposed to the wiles of white women. 
The record shows Louis was never linked 
in any way with white women.” 

Thus, the first prediction: the next Mrs. 
Joe Louis will, in all probability, be a 
Negro. 

But she will also be fair-skinned, per- 
haps light enough to “pass,” if one can 
judge by Louis’ past preferences. Dorothea 
Reeves, for instance, was “blessed with a 
cream and strawberries complexion.” Ex- 
Cotton Club queen Marian Egbert has a 
dazzling blonde type of beauty that drew 
the Champ nightly to ringside at clubs 
where she worked. 

Willamae Johnson, Harlem drum major- 
ette, with whom Joe toured New York 
night spots in 1939-40, had an “alabaster 
complexion,” while “cream-hued” de- 
scribes Evelyn Penny of Washington, D.C.. 
whom Louis squired around just prior to 
his release from the Army. 

Among Louis’s favorites have been “flam- 
ing redheads, brunettes, blondes, chest- 
nuts and auburn-haired beauties,” recalls 
one observer. “Dark brown-skinned girls 
have not had much luck in catching the 
Louis eye, although a scant few have 
crashed the charmed circle.” 

Most noteworthy of these is tantalizingly 
brown Lena Torrance of Los Angeles, 
known on the Coast as a “photographer's 
dream model.” She was dated regularly by 
Joe, is still regarded as one of his best 
friends. 

As is usually the case when a man has 
a whole bevy of feminine admirers, the 
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competition is bound to be keen. One way 
Joe solved the over-supply problem was by 
taking them out two at a time, as was duly 
reported when he escorted both Sara Lou 
Harris and Cleo Hayes to the now-defunct 
Broadway bistro, Sugar Hill. 

It was at Sugar Hill. incidentally, that 
Joe met and paired off with the star of the 
show. Rose Hardaway, the sloe-eyed ex- 
otic dancer. who shook things up along the 
Great White Way for a time. 

That interlude was added to the record 
Jast June by Dorothy Kilgallen, who 
penned: “Joe Louis is being kayoed in the 
Cupid department by curvy Rose Harda- 
way. the dancer. Digs the swing joints with 
her and even takes her to the fights. where 
she provides considerable distraction from 
the main event.” 

But even a Solomon can find the going a 
bit rough when the girls start jockeying 
for the No. 1 spot. That’s when tempers 
flare. claws are bared. and remarks get 
catty. as Ed Sullivan indicated a short time 
ago—— “two well-known Harlem singers 
feuding over the affections of Joe Louis.” 

He mentioned no names, but was not re- 
ferring to a lengthier, more ladylike tiff be- 
tween the ex-Mrs. Louis and Lena Horne. 
whom Joe first met in 1940 when the glam- 
orous movie star was appearing at Cafe 
Society in New York. When the truce be- 
tween the two women finally came in 1949. 
it was heralded Irv Kupcinet’s Chicago 
Daily Sun-Times column. Said “Kup”: 
“Joe Louis, unbeknownst to himself. was 
responsible for ending a bitter enmity that 
existed between two women in his life 
Mrs. Louis and Lena Horne. After Louis 
was separated from his wife, he was linked 
romantically with Miss Horne. As a result. 
the two girls didn’t speak to each other for 
years. But they met at a party on the South 
Side the other day and shook hands 
warmly. They decided that so long as one 
was divorced from Louis and the other now 
considers him only a friend, they no longer 
had anything in common—and thus should 
be good friends.” 


NOTHER PREDICTION: The new 
*4 Mrs. Louis won’t be one of the Brown 
Bomber’s old flames. 

For one thing, most of them are now 
happily married to other men and are defi- 
nitely out of the picture. The old ring 
axiom, “they don’t come back.” would seem 
to apply to Joe’s ex’s. even though the em- 
bers may be rekindled for a brief time. 

Dorothea Reeves married another. and is 
now secretary in a Negro-owned dairy in 
Chicago, although friends of Louis in those 
early days were unanimous in saying that 
“No girl had a greater chance of marrying 
the future titleholder. 

Willamae Johnson, the winsome major- 
ette. no longer leads lodge parades down 
Seventh Avenue, has long since married a 
Harlem suitor. And Odessa Calloway. 
pretty young Harlem amateur golfer. put 
an abrupt and definite end to her brief fling 
with Joe by suing him for $100,000, charg- 
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|ing that he beat her in a Cleveland hotel on 
July 4, 1950. 

| Another Louis favorite, Savoy hostess 
|Edna Slater, is now the wife of the wealthy 
Harlem sportsman, Bill Cohen, lives in a 
luxurious home on Long Island. 

There may be some—obviously small- 
minded cynics—who would imply that mar- 
riage does not necessarily make a woman 
immune from the virile charm of Joe Louis. 
That, they might point out. was the con- 
tention of ex-Army chaplain Rev. Matthew 
|Faulkner, who sued the champion for 
/$500.000 in 1948 for alienation of his wife’s 
|affections. 
| The lady involved was Carrolle Drake, a 
“tall, stately, cafe-au-lait” model. Louis, 
the Rev. Faulkner charged, lured his wife 
from her home in the swank Riverton 
Apartments in Harlem by draping her in 
mink, buying her costly perfumes and 
opening charge accounts for her at smart 
Fifth and Madison Avenue shops. 
| “Pure nonsense.” retorted Louis. arriv- 
ing from Europe aboard the Queen Eliza- 
beth just before signing for the second 
Walcott bout. And Marva Louis, who had 
|accompanied him to London and Paris, de- 
lclared loyally: “I’m not disturbed by this 
suit. I’m sticking with my Joe. I’m immune 
to gossip.” 
| The Faulkner suit was settled out of 
court by payment of a reportedly substan- 
tial sum of money. 

Miss Drake popped back into the picture 
}in 1950 when Louis was touring with a cir- 
cus, but was dismissed in breezy fashion by 
Carolyn Dixon of the Amsterdam News. 
Wrote the garrulous Miss Dixon: “If you 
run across some dope, brainless enough to 
\believe that Joe Louis is getting married 
‘again, don’t tamper with your blood pres- 
|sure—just remind the silly one that love is 
‘a 2-way proposition. 
| “I’m mentioning that because quite a few 
dames I know are all excited over a rumor 
jthat Mr. Barrow, who is currently playing 
ja circus engagement in Montreal, will soon 
|take unto himself a glamourous new bride. 
| “Don’t believe a word of it! Joe is simply 
‘hustling himself some cash to pay off Uncle 
Sam’s tax claim. 

“Yes, I know they’re saying that Car- 
irolle Drake Faulkner took a plane for Can- 
‘ada and that she’s in power again; but pay 
jit no mind until The Carolyn gives with the 
final word. 

“Big Joe, as I call him when we're alone, 
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it’s my guess that the gay divorcee is trying 
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Going on to another of Joe’s one-time 


fiancees, Carolyn chattered on: “Inciden- 
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and C.0.0. charges. 
Be tally, one of my fellow rumorists scribbled 
“900 1 something about. Ruby Dallas. 

Print) “Well. this is to inform those concerned 
= that this particular shapely creature isn’t 
ADDRESS fretti . .. 

TE retting about a thing. As one of E. Simms 
ci 

ZONE STATE Campbell’s top models, Ruby is now in a 








position where she doesn’t have to worry 
about that next one. 

“As the pen and pencil target of our 
No. 1 artist, she’s somewhat ahead of the 
crowd. She’s never been ill-clothed, ill. 
housed or ill-fed and, judging from her 
appearance, she’s not going to be. 

“To be more blunt, I'll let you know a 
couple of things now: Joe Louis will smile 
again but I doubt seriously if he'll get 
hitched a third time. Carrolle, being a 
playful one, isn’t thinking of doing such a 
thing; and Ruby made up her mind long 
ago. 

“So, just leave them alone, you loafing 
gossipers, because they’re my children and 
I get a big kick out of watching them 
play.” 


HE ODDS are: Louis’s next wife will 

~ not be the quiet, homebody type. 

This, despite Joe’s statement recently 
that “Hf ever the time comes for another 
Mrs. Joe Louis, I'll be sure that I’m really 
settled down, away from the limelight and 
doing good in my business. Ill have enough 
time to be a husband at home.” 

Louis readily admits that he has learned 
“a lot of things about what it takes to stay 
married,” conceded that Marva was right 
when she observed that their life together 
was “like living in a gold fish bowl.” 

Nevertheless. approval of Louis’s toned- 
down, but still fast-moving and exciting 
way of life, would be essential in a pros- 
pective bride for Joe. 

“T got used to good living and having my 
friends around me,” he says. “I just don’t 
know any other way to live... I’m not 
saying I’m going to live reckless and not 
try to look out for the future. But I am say- 
ing I'd expect a woman to be real broad- 
minded before I'd think about marriage 
again. Marva was like that in a lot of ways. 
and sometimes now I get to laughing at 
how she pretended to overlook some of the 
things I did.” 

“The way I see it,” Louis continues, 
“that’s the way a woman has to be when 
she’s married to a man who’s out in public. 
And, while I’m not exactly as much in the 
public as I was when I was champ, J still 
do a lot of getting around and seeing peo- 
ple. A wife would have to understand about 
things like that.” 

Newspaper items picked at random over 
the past couple of years bear out one his- 
torian’s comment: “The girl friends of Joe 
Louis have been mainly showgirls. dancers. 
models, one or two secretaries. actresses. 
glamour girls and one society girl.” 

From the Baltimore Afro-American: 
“Janet Sayre, brown and rounded Boston 
interpretive dancer, is Joe Louis’s latest. 
They were making a twosome in Miami last 
week. Janet is reportedly wearing a dia- 
mond solitaire, the gift of the Brown 
Bomber.” 

And from a Broadway column: “Janet 
Sayre, the Sugar Hill dancer. will wear 
golden slippers. The gift of Joe Louis. 
Three pairs once owned by Japanese Prin- 
cess Yoshida.” 
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Glamour girls, it seems, provide the 
proper setting for the expensive gifts Joe 
Louis loves to shower on his companion of 
the moment. 

In recent months, singer Dolores Parker 
was generally conceded to be the odds- 
on favorite for Louis’s next wife. Now in 
show business himself, Louis took Miss 
Parker under his managerial wing, helped 
her launch her career in plush New York 
cafes. 

In January, 1953, Earl Wilson noted: 
“Joe Louis ringsided when his protege- 
singer, Dolores Parker, opened nicely at 
the Park Av. Everybody assumes it’s a ro- 
mance, so why not? They’re entitled.” 

The following month, Wilson announced: 
“Joe Louis’ll marry his protege, singer Do- 
lores Parker, in six months, their intimates 
say,” and at the same time, another Broad- 
way seer itemed: “Love-is-a-streamlined- 
thing department: Joe Louis just gave his 
pretty singing protege, Dolores Parker, a 
cream-colored Cadillac convertible.” 

However, by the middle of March, Louis 
had once again crossed up the prophets 
and Wilson was admitting, “Joe Louis’s 
steady date is chorine Valerie Follins . . .” 

So it’s probably true that the Brown 
Bomber’s immediate plans do not include 
matrimony. “I just laugh it off because 
that’s- something that never crossed my 
mind,” he wrote last November. “Up to 
now, I just never thought real serious about 
any one girl friend, and I just try to be nice 
to the ones I know.” 

Yet, as late as the middle of June of this 
year, Dorothy Kilgallen had this to say in 
her column: “It’s a good bet that former 
champ Joe Louis will waltz down the aisle 
with Dolores Parker, his singing protege, 
before Labor Day.” And so it goes. 

What are Joe’s personal specifications 
for a mate? “I’d want her to be nice look- 
ing and all that,” he admits, “but looks 
wouldn’t really enter into it if I figured she 
was best for me. What I'd really be after is 
somebody I was really in love with, who 
would be just as much in love with me.” 

Revealing a practicality that befits Joe 
Louis the business executive, he continues: 
“She wouldn’t have to have any college 
education, either. As long as she had good 
common sense and would know how to do 
and fix around the house, and maybe help 
out in the business sometimes with an idea 
or a suggestion or two, that would be 
enough for me. 

“I might be a long time looking for 
somebody like that, but when the time 
comes, I’1] know she’s the one for me, and 
I won’t lose any time in getting married.” 

Wrapping up the subject and tying it 
with a neat ribbon, Louis observes sagely: 
“When you come down to it, I don’t guess 
there’s much difference really between me 
and the average man.” 

He may be right, but don’t try to con- 
vince the average woman of that. 


THE END 
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EARN AT HOME WHILE LEARNING: 


FREE SAMPLE LESSON shows how easily you can 
become a professionally trained practical nurse 
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DO YOU WANT RELIEF? 
Drunkenness ruins Health, Happi- 
ness. Break the Drinking Cycle 
QUIC KLY...INEXPENSIVELY! 
Use ALCOREM, the amazing liquid 
that promotes aversion (dislike) to- 
ward ALL intoxicating drinks, Not 
classed as a permanent “cure,’’ but 





it IS a recognized method of with- 
drawal of alcohol. Interrupts drink- 
ing cycle and causes many to turn 
from liquor. May be taken in SECRET. A few drops of 
this wonderful ALCOREM eliminates desire for more 
alcohol. GUARANTEED Pure and Effective. Aversion 
treatment is recognized by Medical Authority. 





ALCOREM comes ready to use—simple instructions in- 
cluded—need not cause excessive time out from pete ral = 
social duties. One happy ALCOREM user _ wri 

hh SEND ME MORE WONDERFUL 


-EASE 
ALCOREM AT ONCE FOR A F RIEND WHOIS A 
HEAVY DRINKER. I BOUGHT FROM YOU BE- 
FORE AND HAD WONDERFUL RESULTS.” As an 
additional help we send. . 

21 PINKIES with ‘order of ALCOREM 
Special Formula capsules to help nervous and digestive 
systems. Also FREE WEIGHT CHART to guide re- 
formed drinker to proper weight. 

T DELAY ¢ ORDER ALCOREM now 
SATISFACTION OR MONEY BA . We ru 
ALCOREM, PINKIES, Weight Chart in can ain Bey 
Pay postman $4.95 plus C.O.D. and postage. To SAVE 
55c in C.O.D. and postage, send $4.95 with order. 


MIDWEST HEALTH AIDS - DEPT. R-20 
608 S. DEARBORN ST. + CHICAGO 5, ILL. 
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pimples, 
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get you down! 





; 
You can do something about it. Yes, 
now you can do more than just dream 
about a clearer, smoother skin. Thou- 
sands have proved it! Those happy 
people know what happens when they 
use Palmer’s SKIN-SUCCESS Soap. 


MEDICATED FOAM WORKS WONDERS 
This deep-acting complexion care goes 
right to work clearing away those sur- 
face skin germs that often aggravate 
the infection. Notice how fast it eases 
the irritation...how it helps your skin 
smell sweeter...how your skin is 
perked up with a feeling 
of healthy vitality. 


“Nothing succeeds like 
SUCCESS” because only 
SKIN-SUCCESS Soap has this medical 
skin-prescription formula. That is why it 
is absolutely guaranteed: Money back 
if not delighted with the results 








SKIN-SUCCESS OINTMENT 
gives blessed relief from 
stubborn itching misery 
of eczema, ringworm, etc. 
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{ RECORD (our choice) 
{ PHOTO of a Leading Artist 
LATEST RELEASES AND RECORDS 
THE CLOCK—Johnny Ace 
THESE FOOLISH THINGS—Dominoes... 
THIRD DEGREE—Eddie Boyd 
MERCY, MR. PERCY— Varetta Dillard... 
Deacon Don’t Like It——Wynonie Harris... 
LUCY MAE BLUES—Frankie Lee-Sims... 
Down to the River—-Lightning Hopkins... 
'M MAD—Willie Mabon 
HOUND DOG-—-Wiilie Mae T 
GOIN’ TO THE RIVER—Fats Domino.... 
RED TOP-—King Pleasure 
HELP ME, SOMEBODY—Five Royales... 
WILD, WILD YOUNG MEN—Ruth Brown. 
| WANNA KNOW—Dolly Cooper 
THE HONEY JUMP—Oscar McLollie 
One Room Country Shack—Mercy Dee.... 
THE MOJO—J. B. Lenore 
iS IT A DREAM ?—Vocaleers............ 
Shirley Come Back to Me—Shirley & Lee 
LONG, LONG DAY—Amos Milburn 
''M GLAD—Mitzi Mars 
SHE FELT TOO GOOD—Jimmy McCracklin 
40 CUPS OF COFFEE—Danny Overbea... 
HEAVY JUICE—Tiny Bradshaw 
Tomorrow May Be Too Late 
Roscoe Gordon 
PLEASE LOVE ME—B. B. 
PLAY GIRL—Smiley Lewis.......... ‘ 
My Dear, Dearest Darling—Five Willows. 
Baby Don’t Turn Your Back—Lloyd Price 
MAMA—RKuth Brown 
BEARCAT—Rufus Thomas, Jr. 
Let Me Go Home, Whiskey—Amos Milburn 
WOKE UP THIS MORNING—B. B. King. 
WHOOPIN’ & HOLLERIN’—Earl Forrest. 
TWENTY-FOUR HOURS—Eddie Boyd.... 
CRAWLIN’—Clovers 
SOFT—Tiny Bradshaw 
Nine Below Zero—Sonny Boy Williamson 
HITTIN’ ON ME—Buddy Johnson 
OFF THE WALL—Little Walter 
NOT ANY MORE TEARS—Four Blazes.. 
WAY BACK HOME-—RBig Maybelle 
STRANGERS BLUES--Brownie McGhee.. 
PLEASE BELIEVE ME—Doris Brown.... 
| DON’T KNOW— Willie Mabon 
BABY DON’T DO IT--Five Royales..... 
CROSS MY HEART—Johnny Ace........ 
DREAM GIRL—Jesse & Marvin 
Strange Kind of Feeling—Tiny Kennedy.. 
TRAIN, TRAIN, TRAIN—Danny Overbea. 
AIN’T iT A SHAME--Lloyd Price 
NOBODY LOVES ME—Fats 
I'M GONE-—Shirley & Lee 
FIVE LONG YEARS—FEddie Boyd 
HEY, MRS. JONES—Jimmy Forrest..... 
| BELIEVE—Elmore James............. 
MY SONG—Johnny Ac 
GOIN’ HOME—Fats Domino 
SAD HOURS—Little Walter 
JUKE—Little Walter 
YOU KNOW | LOVE YOU—RB. B. King.. 
LAWDY MISS CLAWDY—Lloyd Price... 
ONE MINT JULEP—Clovers 
NO MORE DOGGIN’ -Roscoe Gordon 
3 O'CLOCK BLUES—RB. B 
Union Station Blues—John Lee Hooker... 


SPIRITUALS 


LIKE §T—Rev. A. Johnson 
Spirit Of Memphis. . 
Chosen Gospel Singers 
OU THRU 


Angelic Gospel Singers 
Davis Sisters 
JESUS— Davis Sisters. 
ES—Ward Singer 
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Swan Silvertones 
YING—Blind Boys.... ieee 
PPER ROOM—Mahalia Jackson 
HE ROOM—The Martin Singers 
IS LITTLE LIGHT OF MINE—Ward Singers 
ESSED BE THE NAME-—Pilgrim Travelers.. 
Will He Weicome Me There?—Nightingales 
The Day Will Surely Come—Swan Silvertones... 
STOP RIGHT NOW—Bells of Joy 
WORLD PRAYER—Five Blind Boys 
LET’S TALK ABOUT JESUS—RBeils of Jov 
OLD SHIP OF ZION—Five Blind Boys.... 
OUR FATHER—Five Blind Boys... ‘ 
SURELY GOD 1S ABLE—Ward Singers.... . 
Take My Burdens to the Lord—Ward Singers.... 
JESUS GAVE ME WATER—-Soul Stirrers...... 
LIVING ON MOTHER’S PRAYER— Soul Stirrers 
MILKY WHITE WAY—The Trumpeteers 
s Met Woman At Well —I’ ai Travelers... 
WHEN HE SPOKE--Ward S 
TELL THE ANGELS—Ward Sin 
WHAT ARE THEY DOING IN HEAVEN? 
Dixie Humming Birds 
We Ship C.0.D. Parcel Post Insured. Send for Free 
Catalogue. 


ESSEX RECORD SHOP 
114 SPRINGFIELD AVENUE 
NEWARK 3, NEW JERSEY, DEPT. T 


<<™mcoo,, 


QaA0O--sr 
(-xroze 





On The Records 
(Continued from Page 13) 


and drummer Buddy Rich. 
Teddy’s stylings are currently 
made available on a second label too. It’s 
the Commodore diskery which has revived 
an album the piano star cut in 1945 with 
a small group of all-star sidemen. The 
album is a collection of seven oldies and 
includes such standing favorites as / Got 
Rhythm, Where or When and Candy. 
Among the sidemen featured on the sides 
saxmen Don Byas and Flip 


being 


are tenor 
Phillips. 

With Mercury turning to swing with 
Wilson, some experts think they note the 
beginning of a big trend in jazz. Ob- 
serves one top bandleader: “It looks as 
though those grand swing days are com- 
ing back! They're moving back where 
there’s good jazz!” 

Could be too, at that. 

* * * 

RECORD OF THE MONTH: Capitol’s 
Satin Doll/Without a Song by the Duke 
Ellington band on a newie and an oldie, 
marking the maestro’s first two stints on 
the label since his recent switch from 
Columbia. The coupling makes for a 
smash debut, for the aggregation never 
sounded better. Duke penned Doll, a 
sensuous and slickly composed opus that 
is made to order for the group. It is 
played here as an easy ensemble 
with only one solo, that by trumpeter Ray 


piece 


Nance for a brief interlude. 

Song is up-tempo, has a vocal by Jimmy 
Grissom who chirps well on the tune, 
This side is for jocks, the topper for 
collectors. 

GOOD: Mercury’s Lover Come Back 
to Me/Yesterdays with Billie Holiday on 
two remakes of old torch favorites she 
formerly recorded for Commodore. Lady 
Day strikes a pleasant mood on each side, 
Lover is perhaps her best effort of the 
pairing. She gets ample support on both 
sides from an all-star instrumental group 
headed by pianist Oscar Peterson. 

Oscar steps out of character on the flip 
side, making his initial appearance in a 
Hammond organ role on recordings. His 
performance comes off effectively, setting 
a comfortable pace for Billie to warble in 
the languorous manner of hers which fangs 
like so well. 

BEST ALBUM: Columbia’s Benny 
Goodman 1937-38 Jazz Concert No. 2, a 
fat collection of old BG hits lifted from 
“air checks” of his late evening coast-to- 
coast broadcasts during the middle thir- 
ties. The collation features selections by 
the original Goodman trio. quartet and 
big band, has solo performances by such 
jazz luminaries as Teddy Wilson, Lionel 
Hampton, Harry James, Gene Krupa and, 
of course, the clarinet-playing maestro. 

Tunes listed in the album include killer. 
dillers like King Porter Stomp, Roll ’Em 
and Runnin’ Wild and sweet ditties like 
Stardust, You Turned the Tables On Me 
and Nice Work If You Can Get It. 








Stars and Numbers 
(Continued from Page 6) 


household furnishings. 

Pleasure, entertainment and the social 
side of life in general swing into high gear 
this month, with romance and affairs of the 
heart in the spotlight. The romantic de- 
velopments stressed in August are con- 
tinued, highlighted by the movement of 
the love planet Venus through the Leo 
sector of the heavens. This continues to 
the 23rd of the month. 

Mars gets generous support from Leo, 
the heart sign, up to the 14th, warming 
up and stimulating desires and passions to 
a fever heat. Added to this is the romantic 
planet Uranus, moving in the impressive 
sign of Cancer. A turn of the star tide to 
Libra at the end of the month is a boon 
to social life, favoring engagements and 
marriage, 

Birthdays under the signs Aries, Gemini, 
Leo, Libra, Sagittarius and Aquarius are 
under the favorable romance and friend- 
ship rays of Venus. This is timely and 
fortunate for those seeking romantic con- 
tacts for courtship and engagements. 
Those already married will find this a 
splendid time for entertainment and 
pleasure. 

There is more harmony in the star cur- 
rents for concluding engagements or mar- 
riages September 1, 2, 4, 19, 25 and 


The full moon of the 22nd and 23rd ties 
into the Venus-Jupiter influence with a 
highly promising outlook directed to ro- 
mantic and marital happiness. 

Number combinations are 1, 6, 9, 3, 5 
and 7. The numbers 4, 5 and 6 are in 
prominence. 

September presents the _ following 
selected dates favoring the conduct of mat- 
ters that are of importance for those born 
under the twelve signs of the Zodiac: 

Aries—1, 2, 4, 5, 6, 11, 15, 20, 23, 25, 
26, 27. 

Taurus—l, 2, 3, 5, 7, 8, 11, 15, 17, 19, 24, 
77. 

Gemini—2, 4, 5, 6, 9, 10, 15, 
25, 30. 

Cancer—2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 13, 15, 19, 21, 
29, 30. 

Leo—l, 2, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8, 9, 10, 

22, 28. 

Virgo—2, 3, 5, 7, 8, 9, 11, 13, 
19, 20. 

Libra—1, 5, 6, 9, 10, 11, 13, 14, 15, 
20. 

—* 3, 7, 8, 12, 13, 14, 15, 
17, Za, au: 

Sagittarius—1, 2, 4, 5, 6, 9, 10, 14, 15, 
17, 23, 25. 

Capricorn—l1, 2, 5, 8, 12, 13, 15, 17, 
19; 21, 2: 

Aquarius—1, 2, 5, 6, 11, 15, 19, 20, 22, 

sale 26s 

Pisces—2, 3, 


19, 20. 


, 12, 13, 15, 17, 


19, 2h 
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